Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



■'t.;;3 







COLLECTION 

OF 



BEITISH AUTHORS 



TAUCHNITZ EDITION. 



VOL. 3629. 



DONOVAN PASHA AND SOME PEOPLE OF EGYPT. 

BY 

GILBERT PARKER. 



IN ONE VOLUME. 









TAUCHNITZ EDITION. 

By the same Author, 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG . 2 vols. 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY 2 vols. 



DONOVAN PASHA 



9 
>< 



AND 



SOME PEOPLE OF EGYPT 



BY 



c-c 



3WOILBERT PARKER . S-i., i Hz - 

I 

AUTHOR OF "THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG," ETC. ETC. 



toPYRIGHT EDITION 



• -t ■• 



LEIPZIG 
BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ 




T^^e, 



.V L 



THE NEV/ ? 

42508A 



DAr{f,M«; 



♦ • ' 

* 



» 



• • « I 



• • 



• • ' • ^ • ' • • 

• * • * 



*• • 



» * 



1 •. 



TO 



SIR JOHN ROGERS, 



- ^ 



A FOREWORD. 

It is now twelve years since I began giving to the 
public tales of life in lands well known to me. The 
iirst of them were dralvn from Australia and the Islands 
of the Southern Pacific^ where I had lived and roamed 
in the middle and late Eighties. Th^y appeared in 
various English magazines, and were written in London, 
far from the scenes which suggc^sted them. None of 
them were written on the spot, as it were. I did not 
:think then, and I do not think now, that this was peril- 
ous to their truthfulness. After many years of travel 
and home-staying observation I have found that all worth 
remembrance, the salient things and scenes, emerge 
clearly out of myriad impressions, and become permanent 
in mind and memory. Things .so emerging are typical 
at least, and probably true. 

Those tales of the Far South were given out with 
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some prodigality. They did not appear in book form,^ 
however; for, at the time I was sending out these Anti- 
podean sketches, I was also writing — far from the scenes 
where they were laid — a series of Canadian tales, many 
of which appeared in the Independent of New York, in 
the National Observer^ edited by Mr. Henley, and in 
the Illustrated London News, By accident, and on the 
suggestion of my friend Mr. Henley, the Canadian tales 
Pierre and his People were published first; with the 
result that llie stories of the Southern Hemi^here were 
withheld from publication, though they have been pri* 
vately printed and duly cop3rrighted. Some day I may 
send them forth, but mesmwhile I am content to keep 
them in my own care. 

Moved always by deep interest in the varied mam- 
festations of life in different portions of the Empire, five 
or six years ago I was attracted to the Island of Jersey, 
in the Channel Sea, by the likeness of the origin of her 
people with that of the French Canadians. I went to 
live at St Heliers for a time, and ^ere wrote a novel 
called 7%e Battle of the Strong, 

Nor would it be thought strange that, having visited 
another and newer sphere of England's influence, Egypt 



A FOREWORD. 9 

to wit, in 1869, I should then determine that, when I 
could study the country at leisure, I should try to write 
of the nfe there, so full of splendour and of primitive 
simplicity; of mystery and guilt; of cruel indolence and 
beautiful industry; of tyranny and devoted slavery; of 
the high elements of a true democracy and the shameful 
practices of a false autocracy; all touched off by the 
majesty of an ancient charm, the nobility of the remotest 
history. 

The years went by, and, four times visiting Egypt, 
at last I began to write of her. That is now five years 
ago. From time to time the stories which I offer to the 
public in this volume were given forth. It is likely that 
the old Anglo-Egyptian and the historical student may 
find some anachronisms and other things to criticise; 
but the anachronisms are deliberate, and even as in 
writing of Canada and Australia, which I know very 
well, I have here, perhaps, sacrificed superficial exact- 
ness while trying to give the more intimate meaning and 
spirit I have never thought it necessary to apologise 
for this disregard of photographic accuracy, — that may 
be found in my note-books — and I shall not begin to do 
50 now, I shall be sufficiently grateful if this series qC 
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tales does no more than make ready the way for th 
novel of Egyptian life on which I have been working fo 
some years. It is an avant courier. I hope, howevei 
that it may be welcomed for its own sake. 

G. P. 
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DONOVAN PASHA AND SOME 
PEOPLE OF EGYPT. 



WHILE THE LAMP HOLDS OUT TO 

BURN. 

Thers is a town on the Nile which Fielding Bey 
called Hasha^ meaning '^ Heaven Forbid 1" He loathed 
ifispecting it. Going up the Nile, he would put off 
visiting it till he came down; coming down, he thanked 
his fates if accident carried him beyond it Convenient 
accidents sometimes did occur: a murder at one of the 
villages below it^ as^g his immediate presence; a tele- 
gram, from his Minister, at Cairo, requiring his return; 
or a very low Nile, whea Hasha suddenly found itself 
a mile away from the diannel and there was no good 
place to land. So it was that Hasha, with little in-- 
spection, was the least reputable, and almost the dirtiest 
t6wn on the Nile; for even in those far-off days the 
oflicial Englishman had his influence,^ especially when 
Kubar Pasha was behind him. Kubar had his good 
points. . 
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There were certain definite reasons, however, why 
Fielding Bey shrank from visiting Hasha. Donovan 
Pasha saw something was wrong from the first moment 
Hasha was mentioned. 

On a particular day they were l3dng below at an- 
other village, on the Amenhotep. Hasha was the next 
place inarked red on the map>' and that meaut inispec- 
tion. When Dicky Donovan mentioned Hasha, Fielding 
Bey twisted a shoulder and walked nervously up and 
down the deck. He stayed here for hours: to wait for 
the next post, he said — serious matters expected from 
headquarters. He appeared not to realise that letters 
would get to Hasha by rail as quickly as by the Amen- 
hotep. Every man has a weak spot in his character, a 
sub-rosa, as it were, in his business of life; and Dicky 
fancied he had found Fielding Bey's. While they 
waited. Fielding made a pretence of working hard-— ^ for 
he really was conscientious — sending his orderly for the^ 
^mamour and the omdah, and holding fatuous con- 
ferences; turning the hose on the local dairymen and 
butchers and date-growers, who came with backsheesh 
in kind; burying his nose in official papers; or sending 
for Holgate, the Yorkshire engineer, to find out what 
the run would be to the next, stopping-place beyond 
Hasha. Twice he did this; which was very Uttle like 
Fielding Bey/ The second time, when Holgate came 
below to his engine, Dicky was there playing with a 
Farshoot dog. 

"We don't 'stop at Hasha, then?'* Dicky said^ and 
let the Farshoot fasten on his leggings. 

* A Glossary will be found at the end of the book. < 
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Hblgate swung round and eyed Dicky curiously, a 
queer smile at liis lips. 

"Not if Goovnur can 'elp, ^w give ye ma woord, 
sir," answered Holgate. 

Fielding was affectionately called "the Governor*' 
by his subordinates and friends. 

"We all have our likes and dislikes," rejoined Dicky 
casually, and blew smoke in the eyes of the Farshoot 

"Aye, aw've seen places that badl but Hasha has 
taaste of its own in Goovnur's mouth, ma life on't!** 

"Never can tell when a thing'll pall on the taste. 
Sasha's turn with the Governor now, eh?" rejoined 
Dicky. 

Dicky's way of getting information seemed guileless, 
and Holgate opened his basket as wide as he knew. 

"Toom, didst tha saay," (Holgate talked broadly to 
Dicky always, for Dicky had told him of his aunt. Lady 
Carmichael, who lived near Halifax in Yorkshire), "toom, 
aw warrant! It be reg'lar as kitchen-fire, this Hasha 
business, for three years, ever sin' aw been scrapin' mud 
0^ Nile River." 

"That was a nasty row they had over the cemetery 
three years ago, the Governor against the lot, from 
mamour to wekeel!" 

Holgate's eyes flashed, and he looked almost angrily 
down at Dicky, whose hand was between the teeth of 
the playful Farshoot 

"Doost think — noa, tha canst not think that Groovnur 
be 'feared o' Hasha fook. Think'st tha, a man that 
told 'em all — a thousand theer — that he'd hang oa 
nearest tree the foorst that disobeyed him, thinks't tha 
that Goovnur's lost his nerve by that?" 
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"The Governor never loses his nerve, Holgate,** said 
Dicky, smiling and offering a cigar. "There's such a 
thing as a man being afraid to trust himself where 
he's been in a mess, lest he hit out, and doesn't 
T^ant to." 

Holgate, being excited, w^ in a fit state to tell the 
truth, if he knew it; which was what Dicky had worked 
for; but Holgate only said: 

"It bean't fear, and it bean't milk o' human kind- 
ness. It be soort o' thing a man gets. Aw had it cmce 
i' Bradford, in Little Cornish Street Aw saw a faace 
look out o' window o' hoose by tinsmith's shop, an* 
that faace was like hell's picture — aye, 'twas a killingous 
faace that I Aw never again could pass that hoose. 
'Twas a woman's faace. Horrible 'twas, an' sore sad 
an' flootered aw were, for t' faace was like a lass aw 
loved when aw wur a lad." 

"I should think it was something like that," an- 
swered Dicky, his eyes wandering over the peninsula 
beyond which lay Hasha. 

"Summat, aw be sure," answered Holgate, "an* ma 
woord on't ... ah, yon coomes orderly wi' post for 
Goovnur. Now it be Hasha, or it be not Hasha, it be 
time for steam oop." 

Holgate turned to his engine as Dicky mounted the 
stairs and went to Fielding's cabin, where the orderly 
was untying a handkerchief overflowing with letters. 

As Fielding read his official letters his face fell 
more and more. When he had read the last, he sat 
for a minute without speaking, his brow very black. 
There was no excuse for pushing past Hasha. He 
bad not been there for over a year. It was his duty 
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to inspect the place: he had a conscience; there was 
time to get to Hasha that afternoon. With an effort 
he rose, hurried along the deck, and called down to 
Holgate: 

"Full-steam to Hasha!" 

Then, with a quick command to the reis, who was 
already at the wheel, he lighted a cigar, and, joining 
Dicky Donovan, began to smoke and talk furiously. 
But he did not talk of Hasha. 

At sunset the Amenhotep drew in to the bank by 
Hasha, and, from the deck. Fielding Bey saluted the 
mainour, the omdah and his own subordinates who, 
buttoning up their coats as they came, hurried to the 
bank to make salaams to him. Behind them, at a 
distance, came villagers, a dozen ghafHrs armed with 
naboots of dom-wood, and a brace of well-mounted, 
badly-dressed pohcemen, with seats like a monkey on 
a stick. The conferences with the mamour and omdah 
were short, in keeping with the temper of "Fielding 
Saadat"; and long into the night Dicky lay and looked 
out of his cabin window to the fires on the banks, 
where sat Mahommed Seti the servant, the orderly, and 
some attendant ghaftirs, who, feasting on the remains of 
the effendi's supper, kept watch. For Hasha was noted 
for its robbers. It was even rumoured that the egre- 
gious Selamlik Pasha, with the sugar plantation near 
by — "Trousers," Dicky called him when he saw him 
on the morrow, because of the elephantine breeks he 
wore — was not averse to sending his Abyssinian slaves 
through the sugar-cane to waylay and rob, and worse, 
maybe. 

By five o'clock next day the inspection was over* 

Donovan Pasha, \ 
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The Streets had been swept for the Excellenq^ — whidi 
is to say Saadat—rthe first time in a year. The prison 
had been cleaned of visible horrors, the first time in 
a month. The last time it was ordered there had been 
a riot among the starving, infested prisoners; earth 
had been thrown over the protruding bones of the 
dear lamented dead in the cemetery; the water of the 
ablution places in the mosque had been changed; the 
ragged policemen had new putties; the kourbashes of 
the tax-gatherers were hid in their yeleks; the egregious 
Pasha wore a greasy smile, and the submudir, as he 
conducted Fielding — "whom God preserve and honour!" 
— through the prison and through the hospital, where 
goat's milk had been laid on for this especial day, 
smirked gently through the bazaar above his Parisian 
waistcoat. 

But Fielding, as he rode on Selamlik Pasha's gor- 
geous black donkey from Assiout, with its crimson 
trappings, knew what proportion of improvement this 
"hanky-panky," as Dicky called it, bore to the condition 
of things at the last inspection. He had spoken little 
all day: and Dicky had noticed that his eye was con- 
stantly turning here and there, as though looking for an 
unwelcome something or somebody. 

At last the thing was over, and they were just 
crossing, the canal, the old Bahr-el-Yusef, which cuts 
the town in twain as the river Abana does Damascus, 
when Dicky saw nearing them a heavily-laden boat, a 
cross between a Thames houseboat and an Italian gon- 
dola, being drawn by one poor rawbone — rawbone in 
truth, for there was on each shoulder a round red 
place, made raw by the unsheathed ropes used as 
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harness. The beast's sides were scraped as a tree is 
barked, and the hind quarters gored as though by a 
harrow. Dicky was riding with the mamour of the dis- 
-trict, Fielding was a distance behind with Trousers and 
the Mudir. Dicky pulled up his donkey, got off and 
ran towards the horse, pale with fury; for he loved 
animals better than men, and had wasted his strength 
beating donkey-boys with the sticks they used on their 
victims. The boat had now reached a point opposite 
the mudirieh, its stopping-place; and the rawbone, reek- 
ing with sweat and blood, stood still and trembled, its 
knees shaking with the strain just taken off them, its 
head sunk nearly to the ground, 

Dicky had hardly reached the spot when a figure 
came running to the poor waler with a quick stum 
bling motion, Dicky drew back in wonder, for never 
had he seen eyes so painful as these that glanced 
from the tortured beast to himself — staring, bulbous, 
bloodshot, hunted eyes; but they were blue, a sickly, 
faded blue; and they were English! Dicky's hand was 
on his pistol, for his first impulse had been to shoot 
"the rawbone"; but it dropped away in sheer astonish- 
ment at the sight of this strange figure in threadbare dirty 
clothes and riding-breeches made by shearing the legs 
of a long pair — cut with an unsteady hand, for the 
edges were jagged and uneven, and the man's bare leg 
showed above the cast-off putties of a policeman. The 
coat was an old khaki jacket of a Gippy soldier, and, 
being scant of buttons, doubtful linen showed beneath. 
Above the hook-nose, once aristocratic, now vulture-like 
and shrunken like that of Rameses in his glass case at 
Ghizeh, was a tarboosh tilting forward ovei \iv<t ej^^^ 

2* 
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nearly covering the forehead. The figure must have 
been very tall once, but it was stooped now, though the 
height was still well above medium. Hunted, haunted, 
ravaged, and lost, was the face, and the long grey 
moustache, covering the chin almost, seemed to cover an 
immeasurable depravity. 

Dicky took it all in at a glance, and wondered with 
a bitter wonder; for this was an Englishman, and behind 
him and around him, though not very near him, were 
Arabs, Soudanese, and Fellaheen, with sneering yet ap- 
prehensive faces. 

As Dicky's hand dropped away from his pistol, the 
other shot out trembling, graceful, eager fingers, the one 
inexpressibly gentlemanly thing about him. 

"Give it to me — quick!" he said, and he threw a 
backward glance towards the approaching group — 
Fielding, the egregious Pasha, and the rest 

Dicky did not hesitate; he passed the pistol over. 

The Lost One took the pistol, cocked it, and held it 
to the head of the waler, which feebly turned to him in 
recognition. 

"Good-bye, old man!" he said, and fired. 

The horse dropped, kicked, struggled once or twice, 
and was gone. 

"If you know the right spot, there's hardly a kick," 
said the Lost One, and turned to face the Pasha, who 
had whipped his donkey forward on them, and sat now, 
livid with rage, before the two. He stood speechless for 
a moment, for his anger had forced the fat of his neck 
up into his throat. 

But Dicky did not notice the Pasha. His eye wa$ 
fixed on Fielding Bey, and the eye of Fielding Bey was 
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on the Lost One. All at once Dicky understood why 
it was that Fielding Bey had shrunk from coming to 
Hasha. Fielding might have offered many reasons, but 
this figure before them was the true one. Trouble, 
pity, anxiety, pride, all were in Fielding's face. Because 
the Lost One was an Englishman, and the race was 
shamed and injured by this outcast? Not that alone. 
Fielding had the natural pride of his race, but this look 
was personal. He glanced at the dead horse, at the 
scarred sides, the raw shoulders, the corrugated haunches, 
he saw the pistol in the Lost One's hand, and then, as 
a thread of light steals between the black trees of a 
jungle, a light stole across Fielding's face for a moment. 
He saw the Lost One hand the pistol back to Dicky, 
and fix his debauched blue eyes on the Pasha. These 
blue eyes did not once look at Fielding, though they 
were aware of his presence. 

"Son of a dog!" said the Pasha, and his fat fore- 
finger convulsively pointed to the horse. 

The Lost One's eyes wavered a second, as though 
their owner had not the courage to abide the effect of 
his action, then they quickened to a point of steadiness, 
as a lash suddenly knots for a crack in the hand of a 
postillion. 

"Swine!" said the Lost One into the Pasha's face, 
and his round shoulders drew up a little farther, so 
that he seemed more like a man among men. His 
hands fell on his hips as, in his mess, an officer with 
no pockets drops his knuckles on his waist-line for a 
stand-at-ease. 

The egregious Selamlik Pasha stood high in favour 
with the Khedive; was it not he who had suggested a 
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tax on the earnings of the dancing girls, the Ghdzeeyehs, 
and did he not himself act as the first tax-gatherer? 
Was it not Selamlik Pasha also who whispered into the 
ear of the Mouffetish that a birth-tax and a burial-tax 
should be instituted? And had he not seen them car- 
ried out in the mudiriehs under his own supervision? 
Had he not himself made the Fellaheen pay thrice over 
for water for their onion-fields? Had he not flogged 
an Arab to death with his own hand, the day before 
Fielding's and Dicky's arrival, and had he not tried to 
get this same Arab's daughter into his harem — this 
Selamlik Pasha! 

The voice of the Lost One suddenly rose shrill and 
excited, and he shouted at the Pasha. "Swine! swine! 
swine! . . . Kill your slaves with a kourbash if you 
like, but a bullet's the thing for a waler! — Swine of a 
leper!" 

The whole frame of the Lost One was still, but the 
voice was shaking, querulous, half hysterical; the eyes 
were lighted with a terrible excitement, the lips under 
the grey moustache twitched; the nervous slipshod dignity 
of carriage was in curious contrast to the disordered 
patchwork dress. 

The trouble on Fielding's face glimmered with a little 
ray of hope now. Dicky came over to him, and was 
about to speak, but a motion of Fielding's hand stopped 
him. The hand said, "Let them fight it out" 

In a paroxysm of passion Selamlik Pasha called two 
Abyssinian slaves standing behind. "This brother of a 
toad to prison!" he said. 

The Lost One's eyes sought Dicky like a flash. 
Without a word, and as quick as the tick of a clock, 






WHILE THE LAMP HOLDS OUT TO BURN. 23 

Dicky tossed over his pistol to the Lost One, who caught 
it smoothly, turned it in his hand, and levelled it at the 
Abyssinians. 

"No more of this damned nonsense, Pasha,** said 
Fielding suddenly. "He doesn't put a high price on 
his life, and you do on yours. Td be careful!" 

"Steady, Trousers!" Mid Dicky in a soft voice, and 
smiled his girlish smile. 

Selamlik Pasha stared for a moment in black anger, 
then stuttered forth: "Will you speak for a dog of a 
slave that his own country vomits out?" 

"Your mother was a slave of Darfik, Pasha," 
answered Fielding, in a low voice; "your father lost 
his life stealing slaves. Let's have no airs and graces." 

Dicky's eyes had been fixed on the Lost One, and 
his voice now said in its quaint treble: "Don't get into 
a perspiration. He's from where we get our bad man- 
ners, and he messes with us to-night, Pasha." 

The effect of these words was ciuious. Fielding's 
face was a blank surprise, and his mouth opened to say 
no, but he caught Dicky's look and the word was not 
uttered. The Pasha's face showed curious incredulity; 
under the pallor of the Lost One's a purplish flush crept, 
stayed a moment, then faded away, and left it paler 
than before. 

"We've no more business, I think, Pasha," said 
Fielding brusquely, and turned his donkey. towards the 
river. The Pasha salaamed without a word, his Abys- 
sinian slaves helped him on his great white donkey, 
and he trotted away towards the palace, the trousers 
flapping about his huge legs. The Lost One stood 
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fingering the revolver. Presently he looked up at Dicky, 
and, standing still, held out the pistol. 

"Better keep it," said Dicky; "I'll give you some 
peas for it to-night. Speak to the poor devil. Fielding," 
he added quickly, in a low tone. 

Fielding timied in his saddle. "Seven's the hour," 
he said, and rode on. 

"Thanks, you fellows," said the Lost One, and 
walked swiftly away. 

As they rode to the Amenhotep Dicky did not speak, 
but once he turned round to look after the outcast, who 
was hurrying along the bank of the canal. 

When Fielding and Dicky reached the deck of the 
Amenhotep, and Mahommed Seti had brought refresh- 
ment, Dicky said: "What did he do?" 

Fielding's voice was constrained and hard: "Cheated 
at cards." 

Dicky's lips tightened. "Where?" 

"At Hong Kong." 

"Officer?" 

"In the Buffs." 

Dicky drew a long breath. "He's paid the 
piper." 

"Naturally. He cheated twice." 

"Cheated twice — at cards!" Dicky's voice was hard 
now. "Who was he?" 

"Heatherby— Bob Heatherby!" 

"Bob Heatherby — gad! Fielding, I'm sorry — I — 
couldn't have guessed, old man! Mrs. Henshaw's 
brother!" 

Fielding nodded. Dicky turned his head away; for 
Fielding was in love with Mrs, Henshaw, the widow of 
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Heiishaw of the Buffs. He realised now why Fielding 
loathed Hasha so. 

"Forgive me for asking him to mess, guv'nor." 

Fielding laughed a little uneasily. "Never mind. 
You see, it isn't the old scores only that bar him. He's 
been a sweep out here. Nothing he hasn't done. Gone 
lower and lower and lower. Tax-gatherer with a kour^ 
hash for old Selamhk the beast. Panderer for the same. 
Sweep of the lowest sort!" 

Dicky's eyes flashed. "I say, Fielding, it would be 
rather strange if he hadn't gone down, down, down. A 
man that's cheated at cards never finds anybody to help 
him up, up, up. The chances are dead against him. 
But he stood up well to-day, eh?" 

"I suppose blood will tell at last in the very worst. 

*' 'And wliile the lamp holds out to bum 
The vilest sinner may return — * '* 

hummed Dicky musingly. Then he added slowly: 
"Fielding, fellows of that kind always flare up a bit, 
according to Cavendish, just before the end. I've seen 
it once or twice before. It's the last clutch at the grass 
as they go slip — slip — slipping down. Take my word 
for it, Heatherby's near the finish." 

"I shouldn't wonder. Selamlik, the old leper, '11 lay 
in wait for him. He'll get lost in the sugar-cane one of 
these evenings soon." 

"Couldn't we . . ." Dicky paused. 

Fielding started, looked at Dicky intently, and then 
shook his head sadly. "It's no good, Dicky. It 



never is." 



u c 



•While the lamp holds out to bum . . • '" said 
Dicky, and lighted another cigarette, 
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Precisely at seven o'clock Heatherby appeared. He 
had on a dress-suit, brown and rusty, a white tie made 
of a handkerchief torn in two, and a pair of patent- 
leather shoes, scraggy and cracked. 

Fielding behaved well, Dicky was amiable and at- 
tentive, and the dinner being ready to the instant, there 
was no waiting, there were no awkward pauses. No 
names of English people were mentioned, England was 
not named; nor Cairo, nor anything that English people 
abroad love to discuss. The fellah, the pasha, the Sou- 
dan were the only topics. Under Fielding's courtesy 
and Dicky's acute suggestions, Heatherby's weakened 
brain awaked, and he talked intelligently, till the moment 
coffee was brought in. Then, as Mahommed Seti re- 
tired, Heatherby suddenly threw himself forward, his 
arms on the table, and burst into sobs. 

"Oh, you fellows, you fellows!" he said. There was 
silence for a minute, then he sobbed out again: "It's 
the first time I've been treated like a gentleman by men 
that knew me, these fifteen years. It — it gets me in the 
throat!" 

His body shook with sobs. Fielding and Dicky 
were uncomfortable, for these were not the sobs of a 
driveller or a drunkard. Behind them was the blank 
failure of a life — fifteen years of miserable torture, of 
degradation, of a daily descent lower into the pit, of the 
servitude of shame. When at last he raised his stream- 
ing eyes Fielding and Dicky could see the haunting 
terror of the soul, at whose dbow, as it were, every man 
cried, "You are without the pale!" That look told them 
how Heatherby of the Buffs had gone from tad/e d'hdU 
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to table d*hSte of Europe, from town to town, from vil- 
lage to village, to make acquaintances who repulsed him 
when they discovered who he really was. 

Shady Heatherby, who cheated at cards! 

Once Fielding made as if to put a hand on his 
shoulder and speak to him, but Dicky intervened with 
a look. 

The two drank their coffee, Fielding a little uneasily; 
but yet in his face there was a new look; of inquiry, of 
kindness, even of hope. 

Presently Dicky flashed a look and nodded towards 
the door, and Fidding dropped his cigar and went on 
deck, and called down to Holgate the engineer: 

"Get up steam, and make for Luxor. It's moon- 
light, and we're safe enough in this high Nile, eh, 
Holgate?" 

"Safe enough, or aw'm a Dootchman," said Holgate. 
Then they talked in a low voice together. 

Down in the saloon, Dicky sat watching Heatherby. 
At last the Lost One raised his head again. 

"It's worth more to me, this night, than you fellows 
know," he said brokenly. 

"That's all right," said Dicky. "Have a cigar?" 

He shook his head. "It's come at the right time. 
I wanted to be treated like an Englishman once more 
—just once more." 

"Don't worry. Take in a reef and go steady for a 

bit The milk's spilt, but there are other meadows " 

Dicky waved an arm up the river, up towards the Soudan! 

The Lost One nodded, then his eyes blazed up and 
took on a hungry look. His voice suddenly came in a 
whisper. 
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"Gordon was a white man. Gordon said to me 
three years ago, 'Come with me, I'll help you on. You 
don't need to live, if you don't want to. Most of us 
will get knocked out up there in the Soudan.' Gordon 
said that to me. But there was another fellow with 
Gordon who knew me, and I couldn't face it So I 
stayed behind here. I've been everything, anything, to 
that swine, Selamlik Pasha; but when he told me yester- 
day to bring him the daughter of the Arab he killed 
with his kourbash, I jibbed. I couldn't stand that. Her 
father had fed me more than once. I jibbed — by God, 
I jibbed ! I said I was an Englishman, and I'd see him 
damned first. I said it, and I shot the horse, and I'd 
have shot him — what's that?" 

There was a churning below. The Amenhotep was 
moving from the bank. 

** She's going — the boat's going," said the Lost One, 
trembling to his feet 

"Sit down," said Dicky, and gripped him by the 
arm. 

"Where are you taking me?" said Heatherby, a 
strange, excited look in his face. 

"Up the river." 

He seemed to read Dicky's thoughts — the clair- 
voyance of an overwrought mind: "To — to Assouan?'* 
The voice had a curious far-away sound. 

"You shall go beyond Assouan," said Dicky. 

"To — ^to Gordon!" Heatherby's voice was husky 
and indistinct. 

"Yes, here's Fielding; he'll give you the tip. Sit 
down." Dicky gently forced him down into a chair. 

Six months later, a letter came to Dicky from an 
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Egyptian officer, saying that Heatherby of the Buffs had 
died gallantly fighting in a sortie sent by Gordon into 
the desert 

"He had a lot of luck," mused Dicky as he read. 
"They don't end that way as a rule." 

Then he went to Fielding, humming a certain stave 
from one of Watts' hymns. 



THE PRICE OF THE GRINDSTONE— AND 

THE DRUM. 

I. 

He lived in the days of Ismail the Khedive, and was 
familiarly known as the Murderer. He had earned his 
name, and he had no repentance. From the roof of a 
hut in his native village of Manfaloot he had dropped a 
grindstone on the head of Ebn Haroun, who contended 
with him for the affections of Ahassa the daughter of 
Haleel the barber, and Ebn Haroun's head was flattened 
like the cover of a pie. Then he had broken a cake of 
dourha bread on the roof for the pigeons above him, 
and had come down grinning to the street, where a 
hesitating mounted policeman fumbled with his weapon, 
and four ghaffirs waited for him with their naboots. 

Seti then had weighed his chances, had seen the 
avenging friends of Ebn Haroun behind the ghaffirs, and 
therefore permitted himself to be marched off to the 
mudirieh. There the Mudir glared at him and had 
him loaded with chains and flung into the prison, where 
two hundred convicts arrayed themselves against myriad 
tribes which, killed individually, made a spot on the 
wall no bigger than a threepenny-bit! The carnage was 
great, and though Seti was sleepless night after night 
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it was not because of his crime. He found some solace, 
however, in provoking his fellow -prisoners to assaults 
upon each other; and every morning he grinned as he 
saw the dead and wounded dragged out into the clear 
sunshine. 

The end to this came when the father of Seti, Abou 
Seti, went at night to the Mudir and said deceitfully: 

"Effendi, by the mercy of Heaven I have been spared 
even to this day; for is it not written in the Koran that 
a man shall render to his neighbour what is his neigh- 
bour's? What should Abou Seti do with ten feddans of 
land, while the servant of Allah, the Effendi Insagi, lives? 
What is honestly mine is eight feddans, and the rest, by 
the grace of God, is thme, Oh effendi." 

Every feddan he had he had honestly earned, but 
this was his way of offering backsheesh. 

And the Mudir had due anger and said: "No better 
are ye than a Frank to have hidden the truth so long 
and waxed fat as the Nile rises and falls. The two 
feddans, as thou sayest, are mine." 

Abou Seti bowed low, and rejoined: "Now shall I 
sleep in peace, by the grace of Heaven, and all my 
people under my date-trees — and all my people?" he 
added, with an upward look at the Mudir. 

"But the rentals of the two feddans of land these 
ten years — thou hast eased thy soul by bringing the 
rentals thereof?" 

Abou Seti's glance fell and his hands twitched. His 
fingers fumbled with his robe of striped silk. He cursed 
the Mudir in his heart for his bitter humour; but was 
not his son in prison, and did it not lie with the Mudir 
whether he lived or died? So he answered: 
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"All-seeing and all-knowing art thou, Oh effendi, and 
I have reckoned the rentals even to this hour for the 
ten years — fifty piastres for each feddan " 

"A hundred for the five years of high Nile," inter- 
posed the Mudir. 

"Fifty for the five lean years, and a hundred for the 
five fat years," said Abou Seti, and wished that his 
words were poisoned arrows, that they might give the 
Mudir many deaths at once. "And may Allah give thee 
greatness upon thy greatness!" 

"God prosper thee also, Abou Seti, and see that 
thou keep only what is thine own henceforth. Get thee 
gone in peace." 

"At what hour shall I see the face of my son alive?" 
said Abou Seti in a low voice, placing his hand upon 
his turban in humiUty. 

"To-morrow at even, when the Muezzin calls from 
the mosque of El Hassan, be thou at the west wall of 
the prison by the Gate of the Prophet's Sorrow, with 
thy fastest camel. He shall ride for me through the 
desert even to Farafreh, and bear a letter to the dim' 
dash' there. If he bear it safely, his life is his own; 
if he fail, look to thy feddans of land!" 

"God is merciful, and Seti is bone of my bone^" 
said Abou Seti, and laid his hand again upon his 
turban. 

That was how Mahommed Seti did not at once pay 
the price of the grindstone, but rode into the desert 
bearing the message of the Mudir and returned safely 
with the answer, and was again seen in the ca//s of 
Manfaloot. And none of Ebn Haroun's fiiends did 
aught, for the world knew through whom it was that 



THE PRICE OF THE GRINDSTONE — ^AND THE DRUM. 33 

Seti lived — and land was hard to keep in Manfaloot, 
and the prison near. 

But one day a kavass of the Khedive swooped down 
on Manfalooty and twenty young men were carried off 
in CQuscription. Among them was Seti, now married to 
Ahassa, the fellah maid for whom the grindstone had 
fallen on £bn Haroun's head. When the fatal number 
fell to him and it was ordained that he must go to 
Dongola to serve in the Khedive's legions, he went to 
his father, with Ahassa waiUng behind him. 

"Save thyself," said the old man with a frown. 

"I have done what I could — I have sold my wife's 
jewels," answered Seti. 

"Ten piastres," said old Abou Seti grimly. 

"Twelve," said Seti, grinning from ear to ear. "If 
thou wilt add four feddans of land to that I will answer 
for the Mudir." 

"Thy life only cost me two feddans. Shall I pay 
four to free thee of serving thy master the Khedive? 
Get thee gone into the Soudan. I do not fear for thee: 
thou wilt live on. Allah is thy friend. Peace be with 
thee!" 



II. 

So it was that the broad-shouldered Seti went to be 
a soldier, with all the women of the village wailing 
behind him, and Ahassa his wife covering her head 
with dust and weeping by his side as he stepped out 
towards Dongola. For himself, Seti was a phUosopher; 
that is to say, he was a true Egyptian. Whatever was, 
was to be; and Seti had a good digestion, which is a 

Dongvan Pasha* \ 
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great thing in the desert. Moreover, he had a capacity 
for foraging — or foray. The calmness with which he 
risked his Ufe for an onion or a water-bag would have 
done credit to a prince of buccaneers. He was never 
flustered. He had dropped a grindstone on the head 
of his rival, but the smile that he smiled then was the 
same smile with which he suffered and forayed and 
fought and filched in the desert. With a back like a 
door, and arms as long and strong as a gorilla's, with 
no moral character to speak of, and an imperturbable 
selfishness, even an ignorant Arab like Seti may go far. 
More than once his bimbashi drew a sword to cut 
him down for the peaceful insolent grin with which he 
heard himself suddenly charged with very original 
crimes; but even the officer put his sword up again, 
because he remembered that though Seti was the curse 
of the regiment on the march, there was no man like 
him in the day of battle. Covered with desert sand 
and blood, and fighting and raging after the manner of 
a Sikh, he could hold ten companies together like a 
wall against a charge of Dervishes. The bimbashi re- 
joiced at this, for he was a coward; likewise his captain 
was a coward, and so was his lieutenant: for they were 
half Turks, half Gippies, who had seen Paris and had 
not the decency to die there. Also it had been dis- 
covered that no man made so good a spy or envoy as 
Seti. His gift for l)mig was inexpressible: confusion 
never touched him; for the flattest contradictions in 
the matter of levying backsheesh he always found an 
excuse. Where the bimbashi and his officers were afraid 
to go lest the bald-headed eagle and the vulture should 
carry away their heads as titbits to the Libyan hills, 
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Seti was sent In more than one way he always kept 
Ms head. He was at once the curse and the pride of 
the raiment. For his sins he could not be punished, 
and his virtues were of value only to save his life. 

In this fashion, while his regiment thinned out by 
disease, famine, fighting, and the midnight knife, Seti 
came on to Dongola, to Berber, to Khartoum; and he 
grinned with satisfaction when he heard that they would 
make even for Kordofan. He had outlived all the 
officers who left Manfaloot with the regiment save the 
bimbashi, and the bimbashi was superstitious and be- 
Keved that while Seti hved he would live. Therefore, 
no clansman ever watched his standard flying in the van 
as the bimbashi — from behind — watched the long arm 
of Seti slaying, and heard his voice like a brass horn 
above all others shouting his war-cry. 

But at Elhartoum came Seti's fall. Many sorts of 
original sin had been his, with profit and prodigious 
pleasure, but when, by the supposed orders of the bim- 
bashi^ he went through Khartoum levying a tax upon 
every dandng-giri in the place and making her pay 
upon the spot, at the point of a merciless tongue, he 
went one step too far. For his genius had preceded 
that of Selamlik Pasha, the fnend of the Mouffetish at 
Cairo, by one day only. Selamlik himself had collected 
taxes on dancing-girls all the way from Cairo to Khartoum; 
and to be hoist by an Arab in a foot regiment having 
no authority and only a limitless insolence, was more 
than the Excellency could bear. 

To Selamlik Pasha the bimbashi hastily disowned all 
knowledge of Seti's perfidy, but both were brought out 
to have thek bands and feet and heads cut off in the 
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Beit-el-Mal, in the presence of the dancing-girls and the: 
populace. In the appointed place, when Seti saw how 
the bimbashi wept — for he had been to Paris and had 
no Arab blood in him; how he wrung his hands — for 
had not absinthe weakened his nerves in the caf^s of 
St. Michel? — when Seti saw that he was no Arab and 
was afraid to die, then he told the truth to Selamlik 
Pasha. He even boldly offered to tell the pasha where 
half his own ill-gotten gains were hid, if he would let 
the bimbashi go. Now, Selamlik Pasha was an Egyp- 
tian, and is it not written in the Book of Egypt that 
no man without the most dangerous jeason may refuse 
backsheesh? So it was that Selamlik talked to the 
Ulema, the holy men, who were there, and they urged 
him to clemency, as holy men will, even in Egypt — at a 
price. 

So it was also that the bimbashi went back to his 
regiment with all his limbs intact. Seti and the other 
half of his ill-gotten gains were left. His hands were 
about to be struck off, when he realised of how little 
account his gold would be without them; so he offered 
it to Selamlik Pasha for their sake. The pasha pro- 
mised, and then, having found the money, serenely pre- 
pared the execution. For his anger was great. Was 
not the idea of taxing the dancing-girls his very own, 
the most original tax ever levied in Egypt? And 
to have the honour of it filched from him by a soldier 
of Manfaloot — no, Mahommed Seti should be crucified ! 

And Seti, the pride and the curse of his regiment, 
would have been crucified between two palms on the 
banks of the river had it not been for Fielding Bey the 
Englishman — Fielding of St, Bartholomew's — who had. 
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burned gloriously to reform Egypt root and branch, and 
had seen the fire of his desires die down. Fielding Bey 
saved Seti, but not with backsheesh. 

Fielding intervened. He knew Selamlik Pasha well, 
and the secret of his influence over him is for telling 
elsewhere. But whatever its source, it gave Mahommed 
Seti his life. It gave him much more, for it expelled 
him from the Khedive's army. Now soldiers without 
number, gladly risking death, had deserted from the 
army of the Khedive; they had bought themselves out 
with enormous backsheesh, they had been thieves, mur- 
derers, panderers, that they might be freed from service 
by some corrupt pasha or bimbashi; but no one in the 
knowledge of the world had ever been expelled from the 
army of the Khedive. 

There was a satanic humour in the situation pleasant 
to the soul of Mahommed Seti, if soul his subconscious- 
ness might be called. In the presence of his regiment, 
drawn up in the Beit-el-Mal, before his trembling bim- 
bashi, whose lips were now pale with terror at the loss 
of his mascot, Mahommed Seti was drummed out of the 
line, out of his regiment, out of the Beit-el-Mal. It was 
opera houffe, and though Seti could not know what 
op^ra bouffe was, he did know that it was a ridiculous 
fantasia, and he grinned his insolent grin all the way, 
even to the corner of the camel-market, where the 
drummer and the sergeant and his squad turned back 
from ministering a disgrace they would gladly have 
shared. 

Left at the comer of the camel-market, Mahommed 
Seti planned his future. At first it w^ to steal a camel 
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and take the desert for Berber. Then he thought of 
the English hakim, Fielding Bey, who had saved his 
life. Now, a man who has saved your life once may 
do it again; one favour is always the promise of an- 
other. So Seti, with a sudden inspiration, went straight 
to the house of Fielding Bey and sat down before it on 
his mat. 

With the setting of the sun came a clatter of tins 
and a savoury odour throughout Khartoum to its farthest 
precincts, for it was Ramaddn, and no man ate till sim- 
set. Seti smiled an avid smile, and waited. At last 
he got up, turned his face towards Mecca, and said his 
prayers. Then he lifted the latch of Fielding's hut, 
entered, eyed the medicine-bottles and the surgical case 
with childish apprehension, and made his way to the 
kitchen. There he foraged. He built a fire; his courage 
grew; he ran to the bazaar, and came back with an 
armful of meats and vegetables. 

So it was that when Fielding returned he found 
Mahommed Seti and a savoury mess awaiting him. Also 
there was coffee and a bottle of brandy which Seti had 
looted in the bazaar. In one doorway stood Fielding; 
in another stood Mahommed Seti, with the same grin 
which had served his purpose all the way from Cairo, 
his ugly face behind it, and his prodigious shoulders 
below it, and the huge chest from which came forth, 
like the voice of a dove: 

"God give thee long life, saadat el bey!" 

Now an M.D. degree and a course in St. Bartholo- 
mew's Hospital do not necessarily give a knowledge of 
the human soul, though the outlying lands of the earth 
have been fattened by those who thought there was 
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knowledge and salvation in a conquered curriculum. 
Fielding Bey, however, had never made pretence of 
understanding the Oriental mind, so he discreetly took 
his seat and made no remarks. From sheer instinct, 
however, when he came to the coffee he threw a boot 
which caught Mahommed Seti in the middle of the 
chest, and said roughly, "French, not Turkish, idiot!" 

Then Mahommed Seti grinned, and he knew that 
he was happy; for it was deep in his mind that that 
was the Inglesi's way of offering a long engagement 
In any case Seti had come to stay. Three times he 
made French coffee that night before it suited, and the 
language of Fielding was appropriate in each case. At 
last a boot, a native drum, and a wood sculpture of 
Pabst the lion-headed goddess, established perfect rela- 
tions between them. They fell into their places of 
master and man as accurately as though the one had 
smitten and the other served for twenty years. 

The only acute differences they had were upon two 
points — the cleaning of the medidne- bottles and sur- 
gical instruments, and the looting. But it was wonder- 
ful to see how Mahommed Seti took the kourbash at 
the hands of Fielding, when he shied from the medicine 
bottles. He could have broken, or bent double with 
one twist, the weedy, thin-chested Fielding. But though 
he saw a deadly magic and the evil eye in every stopper, 
and though to him the surgical instruments were tortur- 
ing steels which the devil had forged for his purposes, 
he conquered his own prejudices so far as to assist in 
certain bad cases which came in Fielding's way on the 
journey down the Nile. 

The looting was a different matter. Had not Ma- 
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hemmed Seti looted all his life — looted from his native 
village to the borders of Kordofan? Did he not take 
to foray as a wild ass to bersim? Moreover, as little 
Dicky Donovan said humorously yet scornfully when he 
joined them at Korosko: "What should a native do 
but loot who came from Manfaloot?" 

Dicky had a prejudice against the Murderer, be- 
cause he was a murderer; and Mahommed Seti viewed 
with scorn any white man who was not Fielding; much 
more so one who was only five feet and a trifle over. 
So for a time there was no sympathy between the two. 
But each conquered the other in the end. Seti was 
conquered first. 

One day Dicky, with a sudden burst of generosity 
— for he had a button to his pocket— gave Mahommed 
Seti a handful of cigarettes. The next day Seti said to 
Fielding: "Behold, Gk)d has given thee strong men for 
friends. Thou hast Mahommed Seti** — his chest blew 
out like a bellows — "and thou hast Donovan Pasha." 

Fielding grunted. He was not a fluent man, save 
in forbidden language, and Seti added: 

"Behold thou, saadat el bey, who opens a man's 
body and turns over his heart with a sword-point, and 
sewing him up with silken cords bids him live again, 
greatness is in thy house! Last night thy friend, 
Donovan Pasha, gave into my hands a score of those 
cigarettes which are like the smell of a camel-yard. In 
the evening, having broken bread and prayed, I sat 
down at the door of the barber in peace to smoke, as 
becomes a man who loves God and His benefits. Five 
times I pufied, and then I stayed my lips, for why 
should a man die of smoke when he can die by the 
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sword? But there are many men in Korosko whose 
lives are not as clean linen. These I did not love. I 
placed in their hands one by one the cigarettes, and 
with their blessings following me I lost myself in the 
dusk and waited." 

Mahommed Seti paused. On his face was a smile 
of sardonic retrospection. 

"Go on, you fool!" grunted Fielding. 

"Nineteen sick men, unworthy followers of the 
Prophet, thanked Allah in the mosque to-day that their 
lives were spared. Donovan Pasha is a great man and 
a strong, effendi! We be three strong men together!" 

Dicky Donovan's conversion to a lasting belief in 
Mahommed Seti came a year later. 

The thing happened at a little sortie from the Nile. 
Fielding was chief medical officer, and Dicky, for the 
moment, was unattached. When the time came for 
starting, Mahommed Seti brought round Fielding's horse 
and Dicky Donovan's. Now, Mahommed Seti loved a 
horse as well as a Bagarra Arab, and he had come to 
love Fielding's waler Bashi-Bazouk as a Farshoot dog 
loves his master. And Bashi-Bazouk was worthy of 
Seti's love. The sand of the desert, Seti's breath and the 
tail of his yelek made the coat of Bashi-Bazouk like silk. It 
was the joy of the regiment, and the regiment knew that 
Seti had added a new chapter to the Koran concerning 
horses, in keeping with Mahomet's own famous passage: 



It 



By the chargers that pant, 
And the hoofs that strike fire, 
And the scourers at dawn. 
Who stir up the dust with it, 
And cleave through sv host with it! 



fi 
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But Mahomet's phrases were recited in the mosque, 
and Seti's, as he rubbed Bashi-Bazouk with the tail of 
his yelek. 

There was one thing, however, that Seti loved more 
than horses, or at least as much. Life to him was one 
long possible Donnybrook Fair. That was why, although 
he was no longer in the army, when Fielding and Dicky 
mounted for the sortie he said to Fielding: 

"Oh, brother of Joshua and all the fighters of Israel, 
I have a bobtailed Arab. Permit me to ride with thee." 

And Fielding replied: "You will fight the barnyard 
fowl for dinner; get back to your stewpots." 

But Seti was not to be fobbed off. "It is written 
that the Lord, the Great One, is compassionate and 
merciful. Wilt thou then, O saadat " 

Fielding interrupted: "Go, harry the onion-field for 
dinner. You're a dog of a slave, and a murderer too: 
you must pay the price of that grindstone!" 

But Seti hung by the skin of his teeth to the fringe 
of Fielding's good-nature — Fiolding's words only were 
sour and wrathful. So Seti grinned and said: "For the 
grindstone, behold it sent Ebn Haroun to the mercy of 
God. Let him rest, praise be to God!" 

"You were drummed out of the army. You can't 
fight," said Fielding again; but he was smiling under 
his long moustache. 

"Is not a bobtailed nag sufficient shame? Let thy 
friend ride the bobtailed nag and pay the price of the 
grindstone and the drum," said Seti. 

"Fall in!" rang the colonel's command, and Fielding, 
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giving Seti a friendly kick in the ribs, galloped away to 
the troop. 

Seti turned to the little onion-garden. His eye 
harried it for a moment, and he grinned. He turned to 
the doorway where a stewpot rested, and his mind dwelt 
cheerfully on the lamb he had looted for Fielding*s 
dinner. But last of all his eye rested upon his bob-^ 
tailed Arab, the shameless thing in an Arab country, 
where every horse rears his tail as a peacock spreads 
his feathers, as a marching Albanian lifts his foot The 
bobtailed Arab's nose was up, his stump was high. A 
hundred times he had been in battle; he was welted 
and scarred like a shoemaker's apron. He snorted his 
cry towards the dust rising like a surf behind the heels 
of the colonel's troop. 

Suddenly Seti answered the cry — he answered the 
cry and sprang forward. 

That was how in the midst of a desperate miUe 
twenty miles away on the road to Dongola little Dicky 
Donovan saw Seti riding into the thick of the fight 
armed only with a naboot of domwood, his call, "Allah- 
Akbarl" rising like a hoarse-throated bugle, as it had 
risen many a time in the old days on the road from 
Manfaloot. Seti and his bobtailed Arab, two shameless 
ones, worked their way to the front Not Seti's strong 
right arm alone and his naboot were at work, but the 
bobtailed Arab, like an iron-handed razor-toothed shrew, 
struck and bit his way, his eyes blood-red like Seti's. 
The superstitious Dervishes fell back before this pair of 
demons; for their madness was like the madness of those 
who at the Ddsah throw themselves beneath the feet of 
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the Sheikh's horse by the mosque of El Hassan in Cairo. 
The bobtailed Arab's Hps were drawn back over his 
assaulting teeth in a horrible grin. Seti grinned too, the 
grin of fury and of death. 

Fielding did not know how it was that, falling 
wounded from his horse, he was caught by strong arms, 
as Bashi-Bazouk cleared him at a bound and broke into 
the desert. But Dicky Donovan, with his own horse 
lanced under him, knew that Seti made him mount the 
bobtailed Arab with Fielding in front of him, and that 
a moment later they had joined the little band retreat- 
ing to Korosko, having left sixty of their own dead on 
the field, and six times that number of Dervishes. 

It was Dicky Donovan who cooked Fielding's supper 
that night, having harried the onion-field and fought the 
barnyard fowl, as Fielding had commanded Seti. 

But next evening at sunset Mahommed Seti came 
into the fort, slashed and bleeding, with Bashi-Bazouk 
limping heavily after him. 

Fielding said that Seti's was the good old game for 
which V.C.'s were the reward — to run terrible risks to 
save a life in the face of the enemy; but, heretofore, it 
had always been the life of a man, not of a horse. To 
this day the Gippies of that regiment still alive do not 
understand why Seti should have stayed behind and 
risked his life to save a horse and bring him wounded 
back to his master. But little Picky Donovan under- 
stood, and Fielding understood; and Fielding never 
afterwards mounted Bashi-Bazouk but he remembered. 
It was Mahommed Seti who taught him the cry of 
Mahomet: 
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"By the chargers that pant, 
Aj]d the hoofs that strike fire, 
And the scourers at dawn, 
Who stir up the dust with it. 
And cleave through a host with it ! " 

And in the course of time Mahommed Seti managed 
to pay the price of the grindstone and also of the drum. 



{ 



THE DESERTION OF MAHOMMED SELIM. 

I. 

The business began during Ramaddn; how it ended 
and where was in the mouth of every soldier between 
Beni Souef and Dongola, and there was not a mud hut 
or a mosque within thirty miles of Mahommed Selim's 
home, not a khiassa or felucca dropping anchor for 
gossip and garlic below the mudirieh, but knew the story 
of Soada, the daughter of Wassef the camel-driver. 

Soada was pretty and upright, with a full round 
breast and a slim figure. She carried a balass of water 
on her head as gracefully as a princess a tiara. This 
was remarked by occasional inspectors making their 
official rounds, and by more than one khowagah putting 
in with his dahabeah where the village maidens came 
to fill their water-jars. Soada's trinkets and bracelets 
were perhaps no better than those of her companions, 
but her one garment was of the linen of Beni Mazar, as 
good as that worn by the Sheikh-el-beled himself. 

Wassef the camel-driver, being proud of Soada, 
gave her the advantage of his frequent good fortune in 
desert loot and Nile backsheesh. But Wassef was a 
bard man for all that, and he grew bitter and morose at 
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last, because he saw that camel-driving must suffer by 
the coming of the railway. Besides, as a man gets older 
he likes the season of Ramadan less, for he must fast 
from sunrise to sunset, though his work goes on; and, 
with broken sleep having his meals at night, it is ten to 
one but he gets irritable. 

So it happened that one evening just at sunset, 
Wassef came to his hut, with the sun like the red rim 
of a huge thumb-nail in the sky behind him, ready 
beyond telling for his breakfast, and found nothing. On 
his way home he had seen before the houses and caf^s 
silent Mussulmans with cigarettes and matches in their 
fingers, cooks with their hands on the lids of the cook- 
ing pots, where the dourha and onions boiled; but here 
outside his own doorway there was no odour, and there 
was silence within. 

"Now, by the beard of the Prophet," he muttered, 
"is it for this I have fed the girl and clothed her with 
linen from Beni Mazar all these years!" And he turned 
upon his heel, and kicked a yellow cur in the ribs; then 
he went to the nearest caf^, and making huge rolls of 
forced meat with his fingers crammed them into his 
mouth, grunting like a Berkshire boar. Nor did his 
anger cease thereafter, for this meal of meat had 
cost him five piastres — the second meal of meat in a 
week. 

As Wassef sat on the mastaba of the caf^, sullen 
and angry, the village barber whispered in his ear that 
Mahommed Selim and Soada had been hunting jackals 
in the desert all afternoon. Hardly had the barber fled 
firom the anger of Wassef, when a glittering kavass of 
the MoufTetish at Cairo passed by on a black errand of 
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conscription. With a curse Wassef felt in his vest for 
his purse, and called to the kavass — ^that being more 
dreaded in Egypt than the plague. 

That very night the conscription descended upon 
Mahommed Selim, and by sunrise he was standing in 
front of the house of the Mamour with twelve others, to 
begin the march to Dongola. Though the young man's 
father went secretly to the Mamour, and offered him 
backsheesh, even to the tune of a feddan of land, the 
Mamour refused to accept it That was a very pecuhar 
thing, because every Egyptian official, from the Khedive 
down to the ghaffir of Uie cane-fields, took backsheesh 
in the name of Allah. 

Wassef the camel-driver was the cause. He was a 
deep man and a strong; and it was through him the 
conscription descended upon Mahommed Selim — "son 
of a burnt father," as he called him — who had gone 
shooting jackals in the desert with his daughter, and 
had lost him his breakfast. Wassef's rage was quiet 
but effective, for he had whispered to some purpose in 
the ear of the Mamour as well as in that of the dreaded 
kavass of conscription. Afterwards, he had gone home 
and smiled at Soada his daughter when she lied to him 
about the sunset breakfast 

With a placid smile and lips that murmured, "Praise 
be to Gk)d," the malignant camel-driver watched the 
shrieking women of the village throwing dust on their 
heads and lamenting loudly for the thirteen young men 
of Beni Souef who were going forth never to return — 
or so it seemed to them; for of all the herd of human 
kine driven into the desert before whips and swords, 
but a moiety ever returned, and that moiety so 
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battered that their mothers did not know them. There- 
fore, at Beni Souef that morning women wept, and men 
looked sullenly upon the ground — all but Wassef the 
camel-driver. 

It troubled the mind of Wassef that Mahommed 
Seiim made no outcry at his fate. He w'i^ still more 
puzzled when the Mamour whispered to him that 
Mahommed Selim had told the kavass and his own 
father that since it was the will of God, then the will 
of God was his will, and he would go. Wassef replied 
that the Mammir did^ well not to accept the backsheesh 
of Mahommed Selim's father, for the Mouffetish at the 
pfelace of Ismail would have heard of it, and there would 
have been an. end to the Mamour. It was quite a 
different matter when it was backsheesh for sending 
Mahommed Selim to the Soudan. 

With a shameless delight Wassef went to the door 
of his own home, and, calling to Soada, told her that 
Mahommed Selim was among the conscripts. He also 
told her that the young man was willing to go, and that 
the Mamour would take no backsheesh from his father. 
He looked to see her burst into tears and wailing, but 
she only stood and looked at him like one stricken blind. 
Wassef laughed, and turned on his heel, and went out: 
for what should he know of the look in a woman's face 
— he to whom most women were alike, he who had 
taken dancing-girls with his camels into the desert many 
a time. What should he know of that love which 
springs once in every woman's heart, be she fellah or 
Pharaoh's daughter. 

When he had gone, Soada groped her way blindly 
to the door and out into the roadway. Her lips moved, 

Donovan Paska, ^ 
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but she only said, "Mahommed, Mahommed Selim!** 
Her father's words knelled in her ear that her lover 
was willing to go, and she kept sapng brokenly, 
"Mahommed — Mahommed Selim!" As the mist left her 
eyes she saw the conscripts go by, and Mahommed Selim 
was in the rear rank. He saw her also, but he kept his 
head turned away, taking a cigarette from young Yusef 
the drunken ghaffir as they passed on. 

Unlike the manner of her people, Soada turned and 
went back into her house, and threw herself upon the 
mud floor, and put the folds of her garment in her 
mouth lest she should cry out in her agony. A whole 
day she lay there and did not stir, save to drink frolh 
the water-bottle which old Fatima, the maker of mats, 
had placed by her side. For Fatima thought of the far- 
ofi* time when she loved Hassan the potter, who had 
been dragged from his wheel by a kavass of conscription 
and lost among the sands of the Libyan desert; and she 
tead the girl's story. 

That evening, as Wessef the camel-driver went to the 
mosque to pray, Fatima cursed him, because now all the 
village laughed secretly at the revenge that Wassef had 
taken upon the lover of his daughter. A few laughed the 
harder because they knew Wassef would come to feel it 
had been better to have chained Mahommed Selim to a 
barren fig-tree and kept him there until he married 
Soada, than to let him go. He had mischievously sent 
him into that furnace which eats the Fellaheen to the 
bones, and these bones thereafter mark white the road 
of the Red Sea caravans and the track of the Khedive's 
soldiers in the yellow sands. 

When Fatima cursed Wassef he turned and- spat at 
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ier; and she went back and sat on the ground beside 
Soada, and mumbled tags from the Koran above her for 
comfort. Then she ate greedily the food which Soada 
should have eaten; snatching scraps of consolation in 
return for the sympathy she gave. 

The long night went, the next day came, and Soada 
got up and began to work again. And the months 
went by. 



II. 

One evening, on a day which had been almost too 
hot for even the seller of liquorice-water to go by calling 
and clanging, Wassef the camel-driver sat at the door 
of a malodorous cafe, and listened to a wandering welee 
chanting the Koran. Wassef was in an ill-humour: first, 
because the day had been so hot; secondly, because he 
had sold his ten-months' camel at a price almost within 
the bounds of honesty; and thirdly, because a score of 
railway contractors and subs, were camped outside the 
town. Also, Soada had scarcely spoken to him for three 
days past. 

In spite of all, Soada had been the apple of his eye, 
although he had sworn again and again that next to a 
firman of the Sultan, a ten-months' camel was the most 
beautiful thing on earth. He was in a bitter humour. 
This had been an intermittent disease with him almost 
since the day Mahommed Selim had been swallowed up 
by the Soudan; for, like her mother before her, Soada 
had no mind to be a mat for his feet. Was it not even 
said that Soada's mother was descended from an 
English slave with red hair, who in the terrible disast^t 
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at Damietta in 1805 had been carried away into cap- 
tivity on the Nile, where he married a fellah woman and 
died a good Mussulman. 

Soada's mother had had red-brown hair, and not 
black as becomes a fellah woman; but Wassef was 
proud of this ancient heritage of red hair, which 
belonged to a Field-marshal of Great Britain^so he 
swore by the beard of the Prophet. That is why he 
had not beaten Soada these months past when she 
refused to answer him, when with cold stubbornness she 
gave him his meals or withheld them at her will. He 
was even a little awed by her silent force of will, and at 
last he had to ask her humbly for a savoury dish which 
her mother had taught her to make — a diidi he always 
ate upon the birthday of Mahomet Ali, who had done 
him the honour to flog him with his own kourbash for 
filching the rations of his Arab charger. 

But this particular night Wassef was bitter, and 
watched with stolid indifference the going down of the 
sun, the time when he usually said his prayers. He 
was in so ill a humour that he would willingly have 
met his old enemy, Yusef, the drunken ghaffir, and 
settled their long-standing dispute for ever. But Yussef 
came not that way. He was lying drunk with hashish 
outside the mosque £1 Hassan, with a letter from 
Mahommed Selim in his green turban — for Yusef had 
been a pilgrimage to Mecca and might wear the green 
turban. 

But if Yusef came not by the caf^ where Wassef sat 
glooming, someone else came who quickly roused 
Wassef from his phlegm. It was Donovan Pasha, the 
young English official, who had sat with him many a 
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time at the door of his hut and asked him questions 
about Dongola and Berber and the Soudanese. And 
because Dicky spoke Arabic, and was never known to 
have aught to do with the women of Beni Souef, he had 
been welcome; and none the less because he never 
frowned when an Arab told a lie. 

*'Nehar-ak koom sdid, Mahommed Wassef/' said 
Dicky; and sat upon a bench and drew a narghileh 
to him, wiping the ivory mouthpiece with his hand- 
kerchief. 

''Nehar^ak sdid, saadat el basha," answered Wassef, 
and touched lips, breast, and forehead, with his hand. 
Then they shook hands, thumbs up, after the ancient 
custom. And once more, Wassef touched his breast, his 
lips and his forehead. 

They sat silent too long for Wassef 's pleasure, for he 
took pride in what he was pleased to call his friendship 
with Donovan Pasha, and he could see his watchful 
neighbours gathering at a little distance. It did not suit 
his book that they two should not talk together. 

"May Allah take them to his mercy! — A regiment 
was cut to pieces by the Dervishes at Dongola last 
quarter of the moon," he said. 

"It was not the regiment of Mahommed Selim," 
Dicky answered slowly, with a curious hard note in his 
voice. 

"All blessings do not come at once — such is the will 
of God!" answered Wassef with a sneer. 

"You brother of asses," said Dicky, showing his teeth 
a little, "you brother of asses of Bagdad!" 

"Saadat el basha!" exclaimed Wassef, angry and 
dumbfounded. 
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"You had better have gone yourself, and left 
Mahommed Selim your camels and your daughter," con- 
tinued Dicky, his eyes straight upon Wassef *s. 

"God knows your meaning," said Wassef in a sudden 
fright; for the Englishman's tongue was straight, as he 
well knew. 

"They sneer at you behind your back, Mahommed 
Wassef. No man in the village dare tell you, for you 
have no friends, but I tell you, that you may save Soada 
before it is too late. Mahommed Selim lives; or lived 
last quarter of the moon, so says Yusef, the ghaffir. 
Sell your ten-months' camel, buy the lad out, and bring 
him back to Soada." 

"Saadat!" said Wassef, in a quick fear, and dropped 
the stem of the narghileh, and got to his feet. "Saadat 
el basha!" 

"Before the Nile falls and you may plant yonder 
field with onions," answered Dicky, jerking his head 
towards the flooded valley, "her time will be come!" 

Wassef's lips were drawn like shrivelled parchment 
over his red gums, the fingers of his right hand fumbled 
in his robe. 

"There's no one to kill — keep quiet!" said Dicky. 

But Wassef saw near by the faces of the villagers, 
and on every face he thought he read a smile, a sneer; 
though in truth none sneered, for they were afraid of 
his terrible anger. Mad with fury he snatched the 
turban from his head and threw it on the ground. 
Then suddenly he gave one cry, '* Allah!** a vibrant 
clack like a pistol-shot, for he saw Yusef the drunken 
ghaffir coming down the road. 

Yusef heard that cry of *' Allah!** and he knew that 
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the hour had come for settling old scores. The hashish 
clouds lifted from his brain, and he gripped his naboot 
of the hard wood of the dom-palm, and, with a cry like 
a wolf, came on. 

It would have been well for Wassef the camel-driver 
if he had not taken the turban from his head, for before 
he could reach Yusef with his dagger, he went down, 
his skull cracking like the top of an egg under a 
spoon. 



in. 

Thus it was that Soada was left to fight her battle 
alone. She did not weep nor wail when Wassef 's body 
was brought home and the moghassil and hanouti came 
to do their offices. She did not smear her hair with 
mud, nor was she moved by the wailing of the mourning 
women nor the chanters of the Koran. She only said 
to Fatima when all was over, "It is well; he is gone from 
my woe to the mercy of God! Praise be to God!" And 
she held her head high in the village still, though her 
heart was in the dust. 

She would have borne her trouble alone to the end, 
but that she was bitten on the arm by one of her father's 
camels the day they were sold in the market-plac^. 
Then, helpless and suftering and fevered, she yielded to 
the thrice-repeated request of Dicky Donovan, and was 
taken to the hospital at Assiout, which Fielding Bey, 
Dicky's friend, had helped to found. 

But Soada, as her time drew near and the terror of 
it stirred her heart, cast restless eyes upon the white- 
washed walls and rough floors of the hospital. She 
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longed for the mud hut at Beni Souef, and the smell of 
the river and the little field of onions she planted every 
year. Day by day she grew harder of heart against 
those who held her in the hospital — for to her it was 
but a prison. She would not look when the doctor 
came, and she would not answer, but kept her eyes 
closed; and she did not shrink when they dressed the 
arm so cruelly wounded by the camel's teeth, but lay 
still and dumb. 

Now, a strange thing happened, for her hair which 
had been so black turned brown, and grew browner and 
browner till it was like the hair of her mother, who, so 
the Niline folk said, was descended from the English 
soldier-slave with red hair. 

Fielding Bey and Dicky came to see her in hos- 
pital once before they returned to Cairo; but Soada 
would not even speak to them, though she smiled 
when they spoke to her; and no one else ever saw her 
smile during the days she spent in that hospital with 
the red floor and white walls and the lazy watchman 
walking up and down before the door. She kept her 
eyes closed in the daytime; but at night they were 
always open — always. Pictures of all she had lived 
and seen came back to her then — pictures of days long 
before Mahommed Selim came into her life. Mahommed 
Selim! She never spoke the words now, but whenever 
she thought them her heart shrank in pain. Mahommed 
Selim had gone like a coward into the desert, leaving 
her alone. 

Her mind dwelt on the little mud hut and the onion 
field, and she saw down by the foreshore of the river 
the great khiassas from Assouan and Luxor laden with 
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cotton or dourha or sugar-cane, their bent prows hooked 
in the Nile mud. She saw again the little fires built 
along the shore and atop of the piles of grain, round 
which sat the white, the black, and the yellow-robed 
riverine folk in the crimson glare; while from the banks 
came the cry, " Alla-hafy, 'm alla-hafyl" as stalwart 
young Arabs drew in from the current to the bank 
some stubborn, overloaded khiassa. She heard the 
snarl of the camels as they knelt down before her 
father's hut to rest before the journey into the yellow 
plains of sand beyond. She saw the seller of sweet- 
meats go by calling — calling. She heard the droning 
of the children in the village school behind the hut, the 
dull clatter of Arabic consonants galloping through the 
Koran. She saw the moon — the full moon — ^upon the 
Nile, the wide acreage of silver water before the golden- 
yellow and yellow-purple of the Libyan hills behind. 

She saw through her tears the sweet mirage of home, 
and her heart rebelled against the prison where she lay. 
What should she know of hospitals — she whose medica- 
ments had been herbs got from the Nile valley and the 
cool Nile mud? Was it not the will of God if we lived 
or the will of God if we died? Did we not all lie in 
the great mantle of the mercy of God, ready to be lifted 
up or to be set down as He willed? They had prisoned 
her here; there were bars upon the windows, there were 
watchmen at the door. 

At last she could bear it no longer; the end of it al! 
came. She stole out over the bodies of the sleeping 
watchmen, out into the dusty road under the palms, 
down to the water side, to the Nile — the path leading 
homewajds. She must go down the Nile, hiding by day, 
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travelling by night — the homing bird with a broken 
wing — back to the hut where she had lived so long 
with Wassef the camel-driver; back where she could 
lie in the dusk of her windowless home, shutting out 
the world from her solitude. There she could bear the 
agony of her hour. 

Drinking the water of the Nile, eating the crumbs of 
dourha bread she had brought from the hospital, getting 
an onion from a field, chewing shreds of sugar-cane, 
hiding by day and trudging on by night, hourly grow- 
ing weaker, she struggled towards Beni Souef. Fifty 
'■ — forty — thirty — ten — five miles! Oh! the last two 
days, her head so hot and her brain bursting, and a 
thousand fancies swimming before her eyes, her heart 
fluttering, fluttering — stopping, going on — stopping, 
going on. 

It was only the sound of the river — the Nile, Mother 
of Egypt, crooning to her disordered spirit, which kept 
lier on her feet. Five miles, four miles, three miles, 
two, and then — she jiever quite remembered how she 
came to the hut where she was bom! Two miles — 
two hours of incredible agony, now running, now lean- 
ing against a palm- tree, now dropping to her knees, 
now fighting on and on, she came at last to the one 
spot in the world where she could die in peace. 

As she staggered, stumbled, through the village, 
Yusef, the drunken ghaffir, saw her. He did not dare 
speak to her, for had he not killed her father, and had 
he not bought himself free of punishment from the 
Mudir? So he ran to old Fatima and knocked upon 
her door with his naboot, crying; "In the name of Allah 
get thee to the hut of Wassef the camel-driver!" 
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Thus it was that Soada, in her agony, heard a voice 
say out of the infinite distance: **A11 praise to Allah, he 
hath even now the strength of a year-old child ! " 



IV. 

That night at sunset, as Soada lay upon the sheep- 
skin spread for her, with the child nestled between her 
arm and her breast, a figure darkened the doorway, and 
old Fatima cried out: 
"Mahommed Selim!" 

With a gasping sound Soada gathered the child 
quickly to her breast, and shrank back to the wall. This 
surely was the ghost of Mahommed Selim — this gaunt, 
stooping figure covered with dust! 

"Soada, in the name of Allah the Compassionate, 
the Merciful, Soada, beautiful one!" 

Mahommed Selim, once the lithe, the straight, the 
graceful, now bent, awkward, fevered, all the old daring 
gone from him, stood still in the middle of the room, 
humbled before the motherhood in his sight. 

"Brother of jackals," cried old Fatima, "what dost 
thou here? What dost thou here, dog of dogs!" She 
spat at him. 

He took no notice. "Soada," he said eagerly, 
prayerfully, and his voice, though hoarse, was softer 
than she had ever heard it "Soada, I have come 

through death to thee Listen, Soada! At night, 

when sleep was upon the barrack-house, I stole out to 
come to thee. My heart had been hard. I had not 
known how much I loved thee " 
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Soada interrupted him, "What dost thou know of 
love, Mahommed Selim? The blood of the dead cries 
from the ground." 

He came a step nearer. "The blood of Wassef the 
camel-driver is upon my head," he said. "In the de- 
sert there came news of it. In the desert, even while 
we fought the wild tribes, one to ten, a voice kept cry- 
ing in my ear, even as thou hast cried, 'What didst 
thou know of love, Mahommed Selim!' One by one the 
men of Beni Souef fell round me; one by one they 
spoke of their village and of their women, and begged 
for a drop of water, and died. And my heart grew hot 
within me, and a spirit kept whispering in my ear, 
* Mahommed Selim, think of the village thou hast shamed, 
of Soada thou hast wronged! No drop of water shall 
cheer thy soul in dying!'" 

Fatima and Soada listened now with bated breath, 
for this was the voice of one who had drunk the vinegar 
and gall of life. 

"When the day was done, and sleep was upon the 
barrack-house, my heart waked up and I knew that I 
loved Soada as I had never loved her. I ran into the 
desert, and the jackals flew before me — outcasts of the 
desert, they and L Coming to the tomb of Amshar 
the sheikh, by which was a well, there I found a train 
of camels. One of these I stole, and again I ran into 
the desert, and left the jackals behind. Hour after 
hour, day and night, I rode on. But faintness was upon 
me, and dreams came. For though only the sands were 
before me, I seemed to watch the Nile running — run- 
ning, and thou beside it, hastening with it, hastening, 
hastening towards thy home. And Allah put a thorn 



THE DESERTION OP MAHOMMED SEL1M. 6 1 

into my heart, that a sharp pain went through my body 
—and at last I fell." 

Soada's eyes were on him now with a strange, 
swimming brillianq^. 

'^Mahommed, Mahommed Selim, Allah touched thine 
eyes that thou didst see truly," she said eagerly. 

"Speak not till I have done," he answered. "When 
I waked again I was alone in the desert, no food, no 
water, and the dead camel beside me. But I had no 
fear. *If it be God's will,* said I, 'then I shall come 
unto Soada. If it be not God's will, so be it: for are 
we not on the cushion of His mercy, to sleep or to 
wake, to live or to die?' " 

He paused tottering, and presently sank upon the 
ground, his hands dropped before him, his head bent 
down. Old Fatima touched him on the shoulder. 

"Brother of vultures didst thou go forth; brother of 
eagles dost thou return," she said. "Eat, drink, in the 
house of thy child and its mother." 

"Shall the unforgiven eat or drink?" he said, and 
lie rocked his body to and fro, like one who chants the 
Koran in a comer of £1 Azhar, forgetting and for- 
gotten. 

Soada's eyes were on him now as though they might 
never leave him again; and she dragged herself little 
by little towards him, herself and the child — little by 
little, until at last she touched his feet, and the child's 
face was turned towards him from its mother's breast. 

"Thou art my love, Mahommed Selim," she said. 
He raised his head from his hands, a hunger of desire 
in his face. 

"Thou art my lord," she added: "art thou not for- 
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given? The little one is thine and mine," she whispered. 
"Wilt thou not speak to him?" 

"Lest Allah should strike me with blindness and dry 
up the juice of my veins, I will not touch thee or the 
child until all be righted. Food will I not eat, nor 
water drink until thou art mine — by the law of the 
Prophet, mine." 

Laying down the water-jar, and the plate of dourha 
bread, old Fatima gathered her robe about her, and 
cried as she ran from the house: "Marriage and fan- 
tasia thou shalt have this hour." 

The stiffness seemed to pass fiom her bones as she 
ran through the village to the house of the omdah. 
Her voice, lifting shrilly, sang the Song of Haleel, the 
song of the newly-married, till it met the chant of the 
Muezzin on the tower of the mosque El Hassan, and 
mingled with it, dying away over the fields of bersim 
and the swift-flowing Nile. 

That night Mahommed Selim and Soada the daughter 
of Wassef the camel -driver were married, but the only 
fantasia they held was their own low laughter over the 
child. In the village, however, people were little moved 
to smile, for they knew that Mahommed Selim was a 
deserter from the army of the Khedive at Dongola, and 
that meant death. But no one told Soada this, and she 
did not think; she was content to rest in the fleeting 
dream undisturbed. 

"Give them twenty-four hours," said the black- 
visaged fat sergeant of cavalry come to arrest Mahommed 
Selim for desertion. 

The father of Mahommed Selim again ofiered the 
Mamour a feddan of land if the young man might go 
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free, and to the sergeant he offered a she-camel and a 
buffalo. To no purpose. It was Mahommed Selim him- 
self who saved his father's goods to him. He sent this 
word to the sergeant by Yusef the drunken ghaffir: 
"Give me to another sunset and sunrise, and what I 
have is thine: three black donkeys of Assiout rented to 
old Abdullah the sarraf." 

Because with this oflfer he should not only have back- 
sheesh but the man also, the fat sergeant gave him leave. 
When the time was up, and Mahommed Selim drew 
Soada's face to his breast, he knew that it was the last 
look and last embrace. 

"I am going back," he said; "my place is empty at 
Dongola." 

"No, no, thou shalt not go," she cried. "See how 
the little one loves thee," and, sobbing, she held the child 
tip to him. 

But he spoke softly to her, and at last she said: 
"Kiss me, Mahommed Selim. Behold now thy dis- 
charge shall be bought from the palace of the Khedive, 
and soon thou wilt return," she cried. 

"If it be the will of God," he answered; "but the 
look of thine eyes I will take with me, and the face of 
the child here." He thrust a finger into the palm of 
the child, and the httle dark hand dosed round it But 
when he would have taken it away, the little hand still 
clung, though the eyes were scarce opened upon life. 

"See, Mahommed Selim," Soada cried, "he would 
go with thee." 

"He shall come to me one day, by the mercy of 
God," answered Mahommed Selim. 

Then he went out into the market-place and gave 



64 DONOVAN PASHA, ETC. 

himself up to the fat sergeant As they reached the out- 
skirts of the village a sorry camel came with a sprawling 
gallop after them, and swaying and rolling above it was 
Yusef the drunken ghaffir, his naboot of dom-wood across 
his knees. 

"What dost thou come for, friend of the mercy of 
Gk)d?" asked Mahommed Selim. 

"To be thy messenger, praise be to God!" answered 
Yusef, swinging his water-bottle clear for a drink. 



V. 

In Egypt, the longest way round is not the shortest 
way home, and that was why Mahommed Selim's court- 
martial took just three minutes and a half; and a bim- 
bashi who judged him found even that too long, for he 
yawned in the deserter's face as he condemned him to 
death. 

Mahommed Selim showed no feeling when the sen- 
tence was pronounced. His face had an apathetic look. 
It seemed as if it were all one to him. But when they 
had turned him round to march to the shed where he 
was to be kept, till hung like a pig at sunrise, his eyes 
glanced about restlessly. For even as the sentence had 
been pronounced a new idea had come into his mind. 
Over the heads of the Gippy soldiers, with their pipe- 
stem legs, his look flashed eagerly, then a little painfully 
— ^then suddenly stayed, for it rested on the green tur- 
ban of Yusef, the drunken ghaffir. Yusef 's eyes were 
almost shut; his face had the grey look of fresh-killed 
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veal, for he had come from an awful debauch of 
hashish. 

"Allah! Allah!'' cried Mahommed Selim, for that 
was the sound which always waked the torpid brain of 
Yusef, since Wassef the camel-driver's skull had crackled 
under his naboot. 

Yusef 's wide shoulders straightened back, his tongue 
licked his lips, his eyes stared before him, his throat was 
dry. He licked his lips again. "Allah!" he cried, and 
ran forward. 

The soldiers thrust Yusef back. Mahommed Selim 
turned and whispered to the sergeant 

"Backsheesh!" he said; "my grey Arab for a word 
with Yusef the ghaffir." 

*'Malaish!" said the sergeant; and the soldiers 
cleared a way for Yusef. 

The palms of the men from Beni Souef met once, 
twice, thrice; they touched their lips, their breasts, their 
foreheads, with their hands, three times. Then Mahom- 
med Selim fell upon the breast of Yusef and embraced 
him. Doing so he whispered in his ear: 

"In the name of Allah, tell Soada I died fighting 
the Dervishes!" 

"So be it, in God's name!" said Yusef. "A safe 
joumey to you, brother of giants!" 

Next morning at sunrise, between two dom-palms, 
stood Mahommed Selim; but scarce a handful of the 
soldiers sent to see him die laughed when the rope was 
thrown over his head. For his story had gone abroad, 
and it was said that he was mad — none but a madman 
would throw away his Hfe for a fellah woman* ^^<i 

Donovan Paska, ^ 
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was it not written that a madman was one beloved of 
Allah, who had taken his spirit up into heaven, leaving 
only the disordered body behind? 

If, at the last moment, Mahommed Selim had but 
cried out, "I am mad; with my eyes I have seen God!" 
no man would have touched the rope that hanged him 
up that day. 

But, according to the sacred custom, he only asked 
for a bowl of water, drank it, said "Allah!" and bowed 
his head three times towards Mecca — and bowed his 
head no more. 

Before another quarter was added to the moon, 
Yusef, the drunken ghaffir, at the door of Soada's hut, 
in Beni Souef, told old Fatima the most wonderful tale, 
how Mahommed Selim had died on his sheepskin, hav- 
ing killed ten Dervishes with his own hand; and that a 
whole regiment had attended his funeral. 

This is to the credit of Yusef 's account, that the last 
half of his statement was no lie. 



ON THE REEF OF NORMAN'S WOE. 

f 

"It was the schooner Hesperus 
That sailed the wintry sea; 
And the skipper had taken his little daughter 
To bear him company. 
• ••••• 

Such was the wreck of the Hesperus 
In the midnight and the snow! 
Christ save us all from a death like this, 
On the reef of Norman's woe I ** 

Only it was not the schooner Hesperus, and she did 
not sail the wintry sea. It was the stem-wheeled tub 
Amenhotep, who churned her way up and down the 
Nile, scraping over sandbanks, butting the shores with 
gaiety embarrassing — for it was the time of cholera, just 
before the annual rise of the Nile. Fielding Bey, the 
skipper, had not taken his little daughter, for he had 
none; but he had taken little Dicky Donovan, who had 
been in at least three departments of the Government, 
with advantage to all. 

Dicky was dining with Fielding at the Turf Club, 
when a telegram came saying that cholera had appeared 
at a certain village on the Nile. Fielding had dreaded 
this, had tried to make preparation for it, had begged 
of the Government this reform and that — to no purpose. 
He kn^w that tb^ saving of the country from an epidemic 
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lay with his handful of Englishmen and the faithful 
native officials; but chiefly with the Englishmen. He was 
prepared only as a forlorn-hope is prepared, with energy, 
with personal courage, with knowledge; and never were 
these more needed. 

With the telegram in his hand, he thought of his few 
English assistants, and sighed; for the game they would 
play was the game of Hercules and Death over tiie body 
of Alcestis. 

Dicky noted the sigh, read the telegram, drank an- 
other glass of claret, lighted a cigarette, drew his coffee 
to him, and said: "The Khedive is away — I'm off duty; 
take me." 

Fielding looked surprised, yet with an eye of &ope. 
If there was one man in Egypt who could do useful 
work in the business, it was little Dicky Donovan, who 
had a way with natives such as no man ever had in 
Egypt; who knew no fear of anything mortal; who was 
as tireless as a beaver, as keen-minded as a lynx is 
sharp-eyed. It was said to Dicky's discredit that he 
had no heart, but Fielding knew better. When Dicky 
offered himself now, Fielding said, almost feverishly: 

"But, dear old D., you don't see " 

"Don't I?— Well, then, 

•What are the blessings of the sight? — 
Oh, tell your poor blind boy ! * " 

What Fielding told him did not alter his intention, 
.nor was it Fielding's wish that it should, though he felt 
it right to warn the little man what sort of thing was in 
store for them. 

"As if I don't know, old limeburner!" answered 
Dicky coolly. 
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In an hour they were on the Amenhotep, and in two 
hours they were on the way — a floating hospital — to the 
infected district of Kalamoun. There the troubles began. 
It wasn't the heat, and it wasn't the work, and it wasn't 
the everlasting care of the sick: it was the ceaseless hunt 
for the disease-stricken, the still, tireless opposition of the 
natives, the remorseless deception, the hopeless struggle 
against the covert odds. With nothing behind: no sup- 
port from the Government, no adequate supplies, few 
capable men; and all the time the dead, inert, dust- 
powdered air; the offices of policeman, doctor, apothecary, 
even undertaker and grave-digger, to perform; and the 
endless weeks of it all. A handful of good men under 
two leaders of nerve, conscience and ability, to fight an 
invisible enemy, which, gaining headway, would destroy 
its scores of thousands! 

At the end of the first two months Fielding Bey be- 
came hopeless. 

"We can't throttle it," he said to Dicky Donovan. 
"They don't give us the ghost of a chance. To-day I 
found a dead-un hid in an oven under a heap of flour 
to be used for to-morrow's baking; I found another 
doubled up in a cupboard, and another under a pile of 
dourha which will be ground into flour." 

"With twenty ghaffirs I beat five cane and dourha 
fields this morning," said Dicky. "Found three cases. 
They'd been taken out of the village during the night." 
"Bad ones?" 

"So so. They'll be worse before they're better. That 
was my morning's flutter. This afternoon I found the 
huts these gentlemen call their homes. I knocked holes 
in the roofs per usual, burnt everything that wasn't wood^ 
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let in the light o' heaven, and splashed abont limewash 
and perchloride. That's my day's tot-up. Any particular 
trouble?" he added, eyeing Fidding dosely. 

Fielding fretfully jerked his foot on the floor, and 
lighted his pipe, the first that day. 

^Heaps. I've put the barber in prison, and given 
the sarraf twenty lashes for certifying that the death of 
the son of the mamour was el aadak — the ordinary. It 
was one of the wcMrst cases I've ever seen. He fdl ill at 
ten and was dead at two, the permis ^inhumation was 
given at four, and the usual thing occurred: the body- 
washers got the bedding and clothing, and the others 
the coverlet. God only knows who'll wear that clothing, 
who'll sleep in that bed I" 

"If the Lord would only send them sense, we'd 
supply sublimate solution — douche and spray, and zinc 
for their little long boxes of bones>" mused Dicky, his 
eyes half shut, as he turned over in his hands some 
scarabs a place-hunting official had brought him that 
day. "Well, that isn't all?" he added, with a quick up- 
ward glance and a quizzical smile. His eyes, however, 
as they fell on Fielding's, softened in a peculiar way, 
and a troubled look flashed through them ; for Fiddmg's 
face was drawn and cold, though the eyes were feverish, 
and a bright spot burned on his cheek-bones. 

"No, it isn't all, Dicky. The devil's in the whole 
business. Steady, sullen opposition meets us at every 
hand. Norman's been here — rode over from Abdallah 
— twenty-five miles. A report's going through the native 
villages, started at Abdallah, that our sanitary agents 
are throwing yellow handkerchiefs in the faces of those 
they're going to isolate," 
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"That's Hoskai Bey's yellow handkerchief. He's a 
good man, but he blows his nose too much, and blows 
it with a flourish. . . . Has Norman gone back?" 

"No, I've made him he down in my cabin. He 
says he can't sleep, says he can only work. He looks 
ten years older. Abdallah's an awful place, and it's a 
heavy district The mamour there's a scoundrel. He 
has influenced the whole district against Norman and 
our men. Norman — you know what an Alexander- 
Hannibal baby it is, all the head of him good for the 
best sort of work anywhere, all the fat heart of him 
dripping sentiment — gave a youngster a comfit the other 
day. By some infernal accident the child fell ill two 
days afterwards — it had been sucking its father's old 
shoe — and Norman just saved its Ufe by the skin of his 
teeth. If the child had died, there'd have been a riot 
probably. As it is, there's talk that we're scattering 
poisoned sweetmeats to spread the disease. He's done 
a plucky thing, though . . ." He paused. 

Dicky looked up inquiringly, and Fielding continued. 
"There's a fellow called Mustapha Kali, a hanger-on of 
the Mudir of the province. He spread a report that 
this business was only a scare got up by us; that we 
poisoned the people and buried them alive. What does 
Norman do? He promptly arrests him, takes him to 
the Mudir, and says that the brute must be punished or 
he'll carry the matter to the Khedive." 

"Here's to you, Mr. Norman!" said Dicky, with a 
little laugh. "What does the Mudir do?" 

"Doesn't know what to do. He tells Norman to 
say to me that if he puts the fellow in prison there'll 
be a riot, for they'll make a martyr of him. If he fines 
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him it wcMi't improve matters. So he asks me to name 
a punishment which '11 suit our case. He promises to 
give it *his most distinguished consideration.'" 

"And what's your particular poison for him?'* asked 
Dicky, with his eyes on the Cholera Hospital a few 
hundred yards away. 

"I don't know. If he's punished in the ordinary 
way it will only make matters worse, as the Mudir says. 
Something's needed that will play our game and turn 
the tables on the reptile too." • 

"A sort of bite himself with his own fangs, eh?" 
Dicky seemed only idly watching the moving figures by^ 
the Hospital. 

"Yes, but what is it? I can't inoculate him with 
bacilli. That's what'd do the work, I fancy." 

"Pocket your fancy. Fielding," answered Dicky. "Let 
me have a throw." 

"(Jo on. If you can't hit it off, it's no good, for my 
head doesn't think these days: it only sees, and hears, 
and bums." 

Dicky eyed Fielding keenly, and then, pouring out 
some whisky for himself, put the bottle on the floor be- 
side him, casually as it were. Then he said, with his 
girlish laugh, not quite so girlish these days, "I've got 
his sentence pat — it'll meet the case, or you may say, 
*Cassio, never more be officer of mine.' " 

He drew over a piece of paper lying on the piano — 
for there was a piano on the Amenhotep, and with what 
seemed an audacious levity Fielding played in those rare 
moments when they were not working or sleeping; and 
Fielding could really play! As Dicky wrote he read 
aloud in a kind of legal monotone: 
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*'The citizen Mustapha Kali having asserted that 
there is no cholera, and circulated various false state' 
nenis Concerning the treatment of patients, is hereby ap^ 
pointed as hospital- assistant for three months, in the 
Cholera ffospital of Kalamoun, that he may have oppor^ 
tunity of correcting his opinions. — Signed Ebn ben Hari, 
Mudir of Abdallahr 

Fielding lay back and laughed — the first laugh on 
his lips for a fortnight. He laughed till his dry, fevered 
lips took on a natural moisture, and he said at last: 
"You've pulled it off, D. That's masterly. You and 
Norman have the only brains in this show. I get worse 
every day; I do — upon my soul!" 

There was a curious anxious look in Dicky's eyes, 
but he only said, "You like it? Think it fills the bill, 
eh?" 

"If the Mudir doesn't pass the sentence I'll shut up 
shop." He leaned over anxiously to Dicky and gripped 
his arm. "I tell you this pressure of opposition has got 
to be removed, or we'll never get this beast of an epidemic 
under, but we'll go under instead, my boy." 

"Oh, we're doing all right," Dicky answered, with 
only apparent carelessness. "We've got inspection of 
the trains, we've got some sort of command of the fore- 
shores, we've got the water changed in the mosques, 
we've closed the fountains, we've stopped the markets, 
we've put Sublimate Pasha and Limewash Effendi on the 

war-path, and " 

"And the natives believe in lighted tar-barrels and 
a cordon sanitairel No, D., things must take a turn, or 
the game's lost and we'll go with it. Success is the 
only thing that'll save their lives — and our§; we couldn't 
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Stand failure in this. A man can walk to the gates of 
hell to do the hardest trick, and he'll come back one 
great blister and live, if he's done the thing he set out 
for; but if he doesn't do it, he falls into the furnace. 
He never comes back. Dicky, things must be pulled 
our way, or we go to deep damnation." 

Dicky turned a little pale, for there was high nervous 
excitement in Fielding's words; and for a moment he 
found it hard to speak. He was about to say some- 
thing, however, when Fielding continued. 

"Norman there," — he pointed to the deck-cabin, — 
"Norman's the same. He says it's do or die; and he 
looks it It isn't like a few fellows besieged by a host 
For in that cas^ you wait to die, and you fight to the 
last, and you only have your own lives. But this is 
different We're fighting to save these people from them- 
selves; and this slow, quiet, deadly work, day in day out, 
in the sickening sun and smell — faugh! the awful smell 
in the air — it kills in the end, if you don't pull yoiu- 
game off. You know it's true!" 

His eyes had an eager, almost prayerful look; he 
was like a child in his simple earnestness. His fingers 
moved over the maps on the table, in which were little 
red and white and yellow flags, the white flags to mark 
the towns and villages where they had mastered the 
disease, the red flags to mark the new ones attacked, 
the yellow to indicate those where the disease was rag- 
ing. His fingers touched one of the flags, and he looked 
down. 

"See, D. Here are two new places attacked to-day. 
I must ride over to Abdallah when Norman goes. It's 
aU so hopeless!" 
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"Things will take a turn," r^oined Dicky, with a 
forced gaiety. "You needn't ride over to Abdallah. I'll 
go with Norman, and what's more I'll come back here 
with Mustapha Kali." 

"You'll go to the Mudir?" asked Fielding eagerly. 
He seemed to set so much store by this particular busi- 
ness. 

"I'll bring the Mudir too, if there's any trouble," 
said Dicky grimly; though it is possible he did not mean 
what he said. 

Two hours later Fielding, Dicky, and Norman were 
m conference, extending their plans of campaign. Field- 
ing and Norman were eager and nervous, and their 
hands and faces seemed to have taken on the arid 
nature^ of the desert. Before they sat down Dicky had 
put the bottle of whisky out of easy reach; for Field- 
ing, under ordinary circumstances the most abstemious 
of men, had lately, in his great fatigue and overstrain, 
unconsciously emptied his glass more often than was 
wise for a campaign of long endurance. Dicky noticed 
now, as they sat round the table, that Norman's hand 
went to the coffee-pot as Fielding's had gone to his 
glass. What struck him as odd also was that Fielding 
seemed to have caught something of Norman's manner. 
There was the same fever in the eyes, though Norman's 
face was more wotu and the eyes more sunken. He 
looked like a man that was haunted. There was, too, 
a certain air of helplessness about him, a primitive in- 
tensity almost painful. Dicky saw Fielding respond to 
this in a curious way — it was the kind of fever that 
passes quickly from brain to brain when there is not 
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sound bodily health commanded by a cool intelligence 
to insulate it. Fielding had done the work of four men 
for over two months, and, like most large 'men, his 
nerves had given in before Dicky's, who had done six 
men's work at least, and, by his power of organisation 
and his labour-saving intelligence, conserved the work of 
another fifty. 

The three were sitting silent, having arranged certain 
measures, when Norman sprang to his feet excitedly and 
struck the table with his hand. 

"It's no use, sir," he said to Fielding, "I'll have to 
go. I'm no good. I neglect my duty. I was to be 
back at Abdallah at five. I forgot all about it. A 
most important thing. A load of fessikh was landed 
at Minkari, five miles beyond Abdallah. We've pro- 
hibited fessikh. I was going to seize it . . . It's no 
good. It's all so hopeless here." 

Dicky knew now that the beginning of the end had 
come for Norman. There were only two things to do: 
get him away shooting somewhere, or humour him here. 
But there was no chance for shooting till things got 
very much better. The authorities in Cairo would never 
understand, and the babbling social-military folk would 
say that they had calmly gone shooting while pretend- 
ing to stay the cholera epidemic. It wouldn't be pos- 
sible to explain that Norman was in a bad way, and 
that it was done to give him half a chance of life. 

Fielding also ought to have a few days dear away 
from this constant pressure and fighting, and the sounds 
and the smells of death; but it could not be yet. 
Therefore, to humour them both was the only thing, 
and Norman's was the worse case. After all, they had 
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got a system of sanitary supervision, they had the 
disease by the throat, and even in Cairo the administra- 
tion was waking up a little. The crisis would soon 
pass perhaps, if a riot could be stayed and the natives give 
up their awful fictions of yellow handkerchiefs, poisoned 
sweetmeats, deadly limewash, and all such nonsense. 

So Dicky said now: "All right, Norman; come along. 
You'll seize that fessikh, and PU bring back Mustapha 
Kali. We'll work him as he has never worked in his 
life. He'll be a living object lesson. We'll have all 
Upper Egypt on the banl^ of the Nile waiting to see 
what happens to Mustapha." 

Dicky laughed, and Fielding responded feebly; but 
Norman was looking at the Hospital with a look too 
bright for joy, too intense for despair. 

"I found ten in a comer of a cane-field yesterday," 
he said dreamily. "Four were dead, and the others 
had taken the dead men's smocks as covering," He 
shuddered. "I see nothing but limewash, smell nothing 
but carbolic. It's got into my head. Look here, old 
man, I can't stand it. I'm no use," he added pathe- 
tically to Fielding. 

"You're right enough, if you'll not take yourself so 
seriously," said Dicky jauntily. "You mustn't try to 
say, * Alone I did it.' Come along. Fill your tobacco- 
pouch. There are the horses. I'm ready." 

He turned to Fielding. 

"It's going to be a stiff ride. Fielding. But I'll do 
it in twenty-four hours, and bring Mustapha Kali too — 
for a consideration." 

He paused, and Fielding said, with an attempt at 
playfulness, "Name your price." 
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"That you play for me, when I get back, the over- 
ture of Tannkduser. Play it, mind; no tuning up sort 
of thing, like last Sunday's performance. Practise it, 
my son! Is it a bargain? Pm not going to work for 
nothing a day." 

He watched the effect of his words anxiously, for he 
saw how needful it was to divert Fielding's mind in the 
midst of all this "plague, pestilence, and famine." For 
days Fielding had not touched the piano, the piano 
which Mrs. Henshaw, widow of Henshaw of the Buffs, 
had insisted on his taking with him a year before, say- 
ing that it would be a cure for loneliness when away 
from her. During the first of these black days Field- 
ing had played intermittently for a few moments at 
a time, and Dicky had noticed that after playing he 
seemed in better spirits. But lately the disease of a 
ceaseless unrest, of constant sleepless work, was on him. 
He had not played for near a week, saying, in re- 
sponse to Dicky's urging, that there was no time for 
music. And Dicky knew that presently there would be 
no time to eat, and then no time to sleep; and then, the 
worst! Dicky had pinned his faith and his friendship 
to Fielding, and he saw no reason why he should lose 
his friend because Madame Cholera was stalking the 
native villages, driving the Fellaheen before her like 
sheep to the slaughter. 

"Is it a bargain?" he added, as Fielding did not at 
once reply^ If Fielding would but play it would take 
the strain off his mind at times. 

"All right, D., I'll see what I can do with it," said 
Fielding, and with a nod turned to the map with tji^ 
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little red and white and yellow flags, and began to 
study it 

He did not notice that one of his crew abaft near 
the wheel was watching him closely, while creeping along 
the railing on the pretence of cleaning it Fielding 
was absorbed in making notes upon a piece of paper and 
moving the httle flags about Now he ht a cigar and 
began walking up and down the deck. 

The Arab disappeared, but a few minutes afterwards 
returned. The deck was empty. Fielding had ridden 
away to the village. The map was still on the table. 
With a frightened face the Arab peered at it, then going 
to the side he called down sofUy, and there came up 
from the lower deck a Copt, the sarraf of the village, 
who could read English fairly. The Arab pointed to 
the map, and the Copt approached cautiously. A few 
feet away he tried to read what was on the map, but, 
unable to do so, drew closer, pale-faced and knock- 
kneed, and stared at the map and the little flags. An 
instant after he drew back, and turned to the Arab. 

"May God bum his eyes! He sends the death to 
the village by moving the flags. May God change him 
into a dog to be beaten to death! The red is to begin, 
the white flag is for more death, the yellow is for enough. 
See — may God cut oflf his hand! — he has moved the 
white flag to our village." He pointed in a trembling 
fear, half real, half assumed — for he was of a nation of 
liars. 

During the next half-hour at least a dozen Arabs 
came to look at the map, but they disappeared like rats 
in a hole when, near midnight, Fielding's tall form ap- 
peared on the bank above. 
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It was counted to him as a devil's incantation, the 
music that he played that night, remembering his 
promise to Dicky Donovan. It was music through which 
breathed the desperate, troubled, aching heart and tor- 
tured mind of an overworked strong man. It cried to 
the night its trouble; but far over in the Cholera 
Hospital the sick heard it and turned their faces towards 
it eagerly. It pierced the apathy of the dying. It did 
more, for it gave Fielding five hours' sleep that night; 
and though he waked to see one of his own crew dead 
on the bank, he tackled the day's labour with more hope 
than he had had for a fortnight 

As the day wore on, however, his spirits fell, fox on 
every hapd was suspicion, unrest, and opposition, and 
his native assistants went sluggishly about their work. 
It was pathetic and disheartening to see people refusing 
to be protected, the sick refusing to be relieved, all 
stricken with fear, yet inviting death by disobeying the 
Inglesi. 

Kalamoun was hopeless; yet twenty-four hours earlier 
Fielding had fancied there was a little hght in the 
darkness. That night Fielding's music gave him but 
two hours' sleep, and he had to begin the day on a 
brandy-and-soda. Wherever he went open resistance 
blocked his way, hisses and mutterings followed him, 
the sick were hid in all sorts of places, and two of his 
assistants deserted before noon. Things looked ominous 
enough, and at five o'clock he made up his mind 
that Egypt would be overrun \^dth cholera, and that 
he should probably have to defend himself and the 
Amenhotep from rioters, for the native police would be 
useless. 
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But at five o'clock Dicky Donovan came in a boat, 
^d with him Mustapha Kali under a native guard of 
four men. The Mudir's sense of humour had been 
touched, and this sense of humour probably saved the 
Mudir from trouble, for it played Dicky's game for 
him. 

Mustapha Kali had been sentenced to serve in the 
Cholera Hospital of Kalamoun, that he might be cured 
of his unbelief. At first he had taken his fate hardly, 
but Dicky had taunted him and then had suggested 
that a man whose conscience was clear and convictions 
good would carry a high head in trouble. Dicky chal- 
lenged him to prove his libels by probing the business 
to the bottom, like a true scientist All the way from 
Abdallah Dicky talked to him so, and at last the only 
answer Mustapha Kali would make was "Maiaish" — 
no matter! 

Mustapha Kali pricked up his ears with hope as he 
saw the sullen crowds fix)m Kalamoun gathering on 
the shore to watch his deportation to the Cholera 
Hospital; and, as he stepped from the khiassa he called 
out loudly: 

"They are all dogs and sons of dogs, and dogs were 
their grandsires. No good is in a dog the offspring of 
a dog. Whenever these dogs scratch the ground the 
dust of poison is in the air, and we die." 

"You are impolite, Mustapha Kali," said Dicky 
coolly, and offered him a cigarette. 

The next three days were the darkest in Dicky 
Donovan's career. On the first day there came word 
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that Norman, overwrought, had shot himself. On tl 
next, Mustapha Kali in a fit of anger threw a nati^ 
policeman into the river, and when his head appeare 
struck it with a barge-pole, and the man sank to ri: 
no more. The three remaining policemen, two of whoi 
were Soudanese and true to Dicky, bound him an 
shut him up in a hut When Fielding refused to pla 
that evening Dicky knew that Norman's fate had take 
hold of him, and that he must watch his friend evei 
minute — that awful vigilance which kills the watcher i 
the end. Dicky said to himself more than once thj 
day: 

*' Christ save us all from a death like this, 
On the reef of Norman's woe ! *^ 

But it was not Dicky who saved Fielding. On th 
third day the long -deferred riot broke out. The Coj 
and the Arab had spread the report that Fieldin 
brought death to the villages by moving the Uttle flag 
on his map. The populace rose. 

Fielding was busy with the map at the dreade 
moment that hundreds of the villagers appeared upo 
the bank and rushed the Amenhotep. Fielding an 
Dicky were both armed, but Fielding would not fii 
until he saw that his own crew had joined the riotei 
on the bank. Then, amid a shower of missiles, he she 
the Arab who had first spread the report about th 
map and the flags. 

Now Dicky and he were joined by Holgate, th 
Yorkshire engineer of the Amenhotep, and together th 
three tried to hold the boat. Every native had 1© 
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them. They were obliged to retreat aft to the deck- 
cabin. Placing their backs against it, they prepared to 
die hard. No one could reach them from behind, at 
least 

It was an unequal fight. All three had received 
slight wounds, but the blood-letting did them all good. 
Fielding was once more himself: nervous anxiety, unrest, 
had gone from him. He was as cool as a cucumber. 
He would not go shipwreck now "On the reef of Nor- 
man's woe." Here was a better sort of death. No men 
ever faced it with quieter minds than did the three. 
Every instant brought it nearer. 

All at once there was a cry and a stampede in the 
rear of the attacking natives. The crowd suddenly 
parted like two waves, and retreated; and Mustapha 
Kali, almost naked, and supported by a stolid Soudanese, 
stood before the three. He was pallid, his hands and 
brow were dripping sweat, and there was a look of 
death in his eyes. 

"I have cholera, effendi!" he said. "Take me to 
Abdallah to die, that I may be buried with my people 
and from mine own house." 

"Is it not poison?" said Fielding grimly, yet seeing 
now a ray of hope in the sickening business. 

"It is cholera, effendi. Take me home to die." 

"Very well. Tell the people so, and I will take 
you home, and I will bury you with your fathers," said 
Fielding. 

Mustapha Kali turned slowly. "I am sick of 
cholera," he said as loudly as he could to the awe- 

6* 
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Stricken crowd. "May God not cool my resting-place 
if it be not so!" 

"Tell the people to go to their homes and obey us," 
said Dicky, putting away his pistol. 

"These be good men, I have seen with mine own 
eyes," said Mustapha hoarsely to the crowd. "It is for 
your good they do all. Have I not seen? Let God fill 
both my hands with dust if it be not so! God hath 
stricken me, and behold I give myself into the hands of 
the Inglesi, for I believe!" 

He would have fallen to the ground, but Dicky and 
the Soudanese caught him and carried him down to the 
bank, while the crowd scuttled from the boat, and 
Fielding made ready to bear the dying man to Abdallah 
— a race against death. 

Fielding brought Mustapha Kali to Abdallah in time 
to die there, and buried him with his fathers; and Dicky 
stayed behind to cleanse Kalamoun with perchloride and 
limewash. 

The story went abroad and travelled fast, and the 
words of Mustapha Kali, oft repeated, became as the 
speech of a holy man; and the people no longer hid 
their dead, but brought them to the Amenhotep, 

This was the beginning of better things; the disease 
was stayed. 

And for all the things that these men did — Fielding 
Bey and Donovan Pasha-^they got naught but an 
Egyptian ribbon to wear on the breast and a laboured 
censure from the Administration for overrunning the 
budget allowance. 
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Dicky, however, seemed satisfied, for Fielding's little 
barque of life had not gone down "On the reef of Nor- 
man's woe." Mrs. Henshaw felt so also when she was 
told all, and she disconcerted Dicky by bursting into 
tears. 

"Why those tears?" said Dicky to Fielding after- 
wards; "I wasn't eloquent." 



FIELDING HAD AN ORDERLY. 

I. 

His legs were like pipe-stems, his body was like a 
board, but he was straight enough, not unsoldierly, nor 
so bad to look at when his back was on you; but when 
he showed his face you had little pleasure in him. It 
seemed made of brown putty, the nose was like india- 
rubber, and the eyes had tiiat dull sullen look of a 
mongrel got of a fox-terrier and a bull-dog. Like this 
sort of mongrel also his eyes turned a brownish-red when 
he was excited. 

You could always telJ when something had gone 
wrong with Ibrahim the Orderly, by that curious dull 
glare in his eyes. Selamlik Pasha said to Fielding that 
it was hashish; Fielding said it was a cross breed of 
Soudanese and Fellah. But little Dicky Donovan said 
it was something else, and he kept his eye upon 
Ibrahim. And Dicky, wdth all his faults, could screw 
his way from the front of a thing to the back thereof 
like no other civilised man you ever knew. But he did 
not press his opinions upon Fielding, who was an able 
administrator and a very clever fellow also, with a genial 
habit of believing in people who served him: and that 
is bad in the Orient. 
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As an orderly Ibrahim was like a clock; stiff in his 
gait as a pendulum, regular as a minute. He had no 
tongue for gossip either, so far as Fielding knew. Also, 
five times a day he said his prayers-^an unusual thing 
for a Gippy soldier-servant; for as the Gippy's rank in- 
creases he soils his knees and puts his forehead in the 
dust with discretion. This was another reason why Dicky 
suspected him. 

It was supposed that Ibrahim could not speak a 
word of English; and he seemed so stupid, he looked 
so blank, when English was spoken, that Fielding had 
no doubt the English language was a Tablet of Abydos 
to him. But Dicky was more wary, and waited. He 
could be very patient and simple, and his delicate face 
seemed as innocent as a girl's when he said to Ibrahim 
one morning: "Ibrahim, brother of scorpions, Tm going 
to teach you English!" and, squatting like a Turk on 
the deck of the Amenhotep, the stem-wheeled tub 
which Fielding called a steamer, he began to teach 
Ibrahim. 

"Say 'Good-morning, kind sirl'" he drawled. 
No tongue was ever so thick, no throat so guttural, 
as Ibrahim's when he obeyed this command. That was 
why suspicion grew the more in the mind of Dicky. 
But he made the Gippy say "Good-morning, kind sir!" 
over and over again. Now, it was a peculiar thing that 
Ibrahim's pronunciation grew worse every time; which 
goes to show that a combination of Soudanese and 
Fellah doesn't make a really clever villain. Twice, 
three times, Dicky gave him other words and phrases 
to say, and practice made Ibrahim more perfect in 
error. 
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Dicky suddenly enlarged the vocabulary thus: "An 
old man had three sons: one was a thief, another a 
rogue, and the worst of them all was a soldier. But 
the soldier died first!" 

As he said these words he kept his eyes fixed on 
Ibrahim in a smiling, juvenile sort of way; and he saw 
the colour — the brownish-red colour — creep slowly into 
Ibrahim's eyes. For Ibrahim's father had three sons: 
and certainly one was a thief, for he had been a tax- 
gatherer; and one was a rogue, for he had been the 
servant of a Greek money-lender; and Ibrahim was a 
soldier! 

Ibrahim was made to say these words over and over 
again, and the red fire in his eyes deepened as Dicky's 
face lighted up with what seemed a mere mocking plea- 
sure, a sort of impish delight in teasing, like that of a 
madcap girl with a yokel. Each time Ibrahim said the 
words he jumbled them worse than before. Then Dicky 
asked him if he knew what an old man was, and Ibrahim 
said no. Dicky said softly in Arabic that the old man 
was a fool to have three such sons — a thief, and a rogue, 
and a soldier. With a tender patience he explained 
what a thief and a rogue were, and his voice was curi- 
ously soft when he added, in Arabic, "And the third son 
was like you, Mahommed — and he died first" 

Ibrahim's eyes gloomed under the raillery — under 
what he thought the cackle of a detested Inglesi with a 
face like a girl, of an infidel who had a tongue that 
handed you honey on the point of a two-edged sword. 
In his heart he hated this slim small exquisite as he had 
never hated Fielding. His eyes became like little pots 
of simmering blood, and he showed his teeth in a bate- 
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fill way, because he was sure he should glut his hatred 
before the moon came full. 

Little Dicky Donovan knew, as he sleepily told 
Ibrahim to go, that for months the Orderly had Hstened 
to the wholesome but scathing talk of Fielding and him- 
self on the Egyptian Government, and had reported it 
to those whose tool and spy he was. 

That night, the stem-wheeled tub, the Amenhotep, 
lurched like a turtle on its back into the sands by Beni 
Hassan. Of all the viUages of Upper Eg)T>t, from the 
time of Rameses, none has been so bad as Beni Hassan. 
Every ruler of Eg3T)t, at one time or another, has raided 
it and razed it to the ground. It was not for pleasure 
that Fielding sojourned there. 

This day, and for three days past. Fielding had 
been abed in his cabin with a toudi of Nilotic fever. 
His heart was sick for Cairo, for he had been three 
months on the river; and Mrs. Henshaw was in Cairo 
— Mrs. Henshaw, the widow of Henshaw of the Buffs, 
who Hved with her brother, a stone's-throw from the 
Esbekieh Gardens. Fielding longed for Cairo, but Beni 
Hassan intervened. The little man who worried Ibrahim 
urged him the way his private inclinations ran, but he 
was obdurate: duty must be done. 

Dicky Donovan had reasons other than private ones 
for making haste to Cairo. During the last three days 
they had stopped at five villages on the Nile, and in 
eadi place Dicky, who had done Fielding's work of in- 
spection for him, had been met with unusual insolence 
from the Arabs and Fellaheen, officials and others; and 
the prompt chastisement he rendered with his riding- 
whip in return did not tend to ease his mind, though it 
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soothed his feelings. There had been flying up the 
river strange rumours of trouble down in Cairo, black 
threats of rebellion — of a seditious army in the palm of 
one man's hand. At the caf^s on the Nile, Dicky him- 
self had seen strange gatherings, which dispersed as he 
came on them. For, somehow, his smile had the same 
effect as other men's frowns. 

This evening he added a whistle to his smile as he 
made his inspection of the engine-room and the galley 
and every comer of the Amenhotep, according to his 
custom. What he whistled no man knew, not even 
himself. It was ready-made. It might have been a 
medley, but, as things happened, it was an overture; 
and by the eyes, the red-litten windows of the mind 
of Mahommed Ibrahim, who squatted beside the York- 
shire engineer at the wheel, playing mankalah, he knew 
it was an overture. 

As he went to his cabin he murmured to himself, 
"There's the devil to pay: now I wonder who pays?" 

Because he was planning things of moment, he took 
a native drum down to Fielding's cabin, and made 
Fielding play it, native fashion, as he thrummed his 
own banjo and sang the airy ballad "The Dragoons 
of Enniskillen." Yet Dicky was thinking hard all the 
time. 

Now there was in Beni Hassan a ghazeeydi, a 
dancing-woman of the Ghawdzee tribe, of whom, in 
the phrase of the moralists, the less said the better. 
What her name was does not matter. She was well- 
to-do. She had a husband who played the kemengeh 
for her dancing. She had as good a house as the 
.Omdah, and she had two female slaves. 
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Dicky Donovan was of that rare type of man who 
has the keenest desire to know all things, good or evil, 
though he was fastidious when it came to doing them. 
He had a gift of keeping his own commandments. If 
he had been a six-footer and riding eighteen stone — if 
he hadn't been, as Fielding often said, so "damned 
finnicky," he might easily have come a cropper. For, 
being absolutely without fear, he did what he listed and 
went where he Hsted. An insatiable curiosity was his 
strongest point, save one. If he had had a headache — 
though he never had — he would at once have made an 
inquiry into the various kinds of headache possible to 
mortal man, with pungent deductions from his demon- 
strations. So it was that when he first saw a dancing- 
girl in the streets of Cairo he could not rest until by 
circuitous routes he had traced the history of dancing- 
girls back through the ages, through Greece and the 
ruby East, even to the days when the beautiful bad 
ones were invited to the feasts of the mighty, to charm 
the eyes of King Seti or Queen Hatsu. 

He was an authority on the tribe of the Ghawdzee, 
proving, to their satisfaction and his own, their descent 
from the household of Haroon al Rashid. He was, 
therefore, welcome among them. But he had found 
also, as many another wise man has found in "furrin 
parts," that your greatest safety lies in bringing tobacco 
to the men and leaving the women alone. For, in those ' 
distant lands, a man may sell you his nuptial bed, but 
he will pin the price of it to your back one day with 
the point of a lance or the wedge of a hatchet, 

Herebefore will be found the reason why Dicky 
Donovan — twenty-five and no moustache, pink-cheeked 



92 DONOVAN PASHA, ETC. 

and rosy-hearted, and "no white spots on his liver" — went 
straight, that particular night, to the house of the chief 
dandng-girl of Beni Hassan for help in his trouble. Froin 
her he had learned to dance the dance of the Ghawazee. 
He had learned it so that, with his insatiable curiosity, 
his archaeological instinct, he should be able to compare 
it with the Nautch dance of India, the Hula-Hula of 
the Sandwich Islanders, the Siva of the Samoans. 

A half-hour from the time he set his foot in Beni 
Hassan two dancing -girls issued from the house of the 
ghdzeeyeh, dressed in shintiyan and muslin tarah, anklets 
and bracelets, with gold coins about the forehead — and 
one was Dicky Donovan. He had done the rare thing: 
he had trusted absolutely that class of woman who is 
called a "rag" in that far country, and a "drab" in 
ours. But he was a judge of human nature, and judges 
of human nature know you are pretty safe to trust a 
woman who never trusts, no matter how bad she is, 
if she has no influence over you. He used to say that 
the better you are and the worse she is, the more you can 
trust her. Other men may talk, but Dicky Donovan knows. 

What Dicky's aunt, the Dowager Lady Carmichael, 
would have said to have seen Dicky flaunting it in the 
clothes of a dancing-girl through the streets of vile 
Beni Hassan, must not be considered. None would 
have believed that his pink-and-white face and sHm 
hands and staringly white ankles could have been 
made to look so boldly handsome, so impeachable. 
But henna in itself seems to have certain qualities of 
viciousness in its brownish-red stain, and Dicky looked 
sufficiently abandoned. The risk was great, however, 
for his Arabic was too good and he had to depend 
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Upon the ghazeeyeh's adroitness, on the peculiar ad- 
vantage of being under the protection of the mistress of 
the house as large as the Omdah's. 

From one caf^ to another they went Here a snake- 
charaier gathered a meagre crowd about him; there an 
'ATmeh, or singing-girl, lilted a ribald song; elsewhere 
hashish-smokers stretched out gaimt, loathsome fingers 
towards them; and a Shd'er recited the romance of 
Aboo Zeyd. But Dicky noticed that none of the 
sheikhs, none of the great men of the village, were at 
these caf^s; only the very young, the useless, the licen- 
tious, or the decrepit. But by flickering fires under 
the palm-trees were groups of men talking and gesticulat- 
ing; and now and then an Arab galloped through the 
street, the point of his long lance shining. Dicky felt 
a secret, like a troubled wind, stirring through the 
place, a movement not explainable by his own inner 
tremulousness. 

At last they went to the largest caf^ beside the 
Mosque of Hoseyn. He saw the Sheikh-el-beled sit- 
ting on his bench, and, grouped round him, smoking, 
several sheikhs and the young men of the village. Here 
he and the ghdzeeyeh danced. Few noticed them; for 
which Dicky was thankful; and he risked discovery by 
conoiing nearer the circle. He could, however, catch 
little that they said, for they spoke in low tones, the 
Sheikh-el-beled talking seldom, but listening closely. 

The crowd around the cafi grew. Occasionally an 
Arab would throw back his head and cry, "Alldhu 
Akbar/" Another drew a sword and waved it in the 
air. Someone in front of him whispered one startling 
word to a camd-driver. 
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Dicky had got his cue. To him that whisper was as 
loud and clear as the **Ld ildha illa-lldh!'* called 
from the top of a mosque. He understood Ibrahim the 
Orderly now; he guessed all: rebellion, anarchy, mas- 
sacre. A hundred thoughts ran through his head: what 
was Ibrahim's particular part in the swaggering scheme 
was the first and the last of them. 

Ibrahim answered for himself, for at that moment 
he entered the burning circle. A movement of applause 
ran round, then there was sudden silence. The danc- 
ing-girls were bidden to stop their dancing, were told to be 
gone. The ghdzeeyeh spat at them in an assumed 
anger, and said that none but swine of Beni Hassan 
would send a woman away hungry. And because the 
dancing-girl has power in the land, the Sheikh-el-beled 
waved his hand towards the cafi, hastily calling the 
name of a favourite dish. Eyes turned unconcernedly 
towards the brown clattering ankles of the two as they 
entered the caf^ and seated themselves immediately be- 
hind where the Sheikh-el-beled squatted. Presently 
Dicky Ustened to as sombre a tale as ever was told in 
the darkest night. The voice of the tale-teller was that 
of Ibrahim, and the story: that the citadel at Cairo was 
to be seized , that the streets of Alexandria were to be 
swept free of Europeans, and that every English offida] 
between Cairo and Kordofan was to be slain. Mahom- 
med Ibrahim, the spy, who knew English as well as 
Donovan Pasha knew Arabic, was this very night to kili 
Fielding Bey with his own hand! 

This night was always associated in Dicky's min<3 
with the memory of stewed camel's-meat At Ibrahim'? 
words he turned his head from the rank steam, anc 
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fingered his pistol in the loose folds of his Arab trousers. 
The daiicing-girl saw the gesture and laid a hand upon 
his arm. 

"Thou art one against a thousand," she whispered; 
"wait till thou art one against one." 

He dipped his nose in the camel-stew, for someone 
poked a head in at the door — every sense in him was 
alert, every instinct alive. 

"To-night," said Mahommed Ibrahim, in the hoarse 
gutturals of the Bishareen, "it is ordered that Fielding 
Bey shall die — and by my hand, mine own, by the 
mercy of God! And after Fielding Bey the clean-faced 
ape that cast the evil eye upon me yesterday, and bade 
me die. *An old man had three sons,' said he, the in- 
fidel dog! *one was a thief, another a rogue, and the 
third a soldier — and the soldier died first.' *A camel 
of Bagdad,' he called me. Into the belly of a dead 
camel shall he go, be sewn up like a cat's liver in a 
pudding, and cast into the Nile before God gives to- 
morrow a sun." 

Dicky pushed away the camel-stew. "It is time to 
go," he said 

The Ghazeeyeh rose with a laugh, caught Dicky by 
the hand, sprang out among the Arabs, and leapt over 
the head of the village barber, calling them all "useless, 
sodden greybeards, with no more blood than a Nile 
shad, poorer than monkeys, beggars of Beni Hassan!" 
Taking from her pocket a handful of quarter-piastres, 
she turned on her heels and tossed them among the 
Arabs with a contemptuous laugh. Then she and Dicky 
disappeared into the night. 
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II. 

When Dicky left her house, clothed in his own gar- 
ments once more, but the stains of henna still on his 
face and hands and ankles, he pressed into the gha- 
zeeyeh's hand ten gold pieces. She let them fall to the 
ground. 

"Love is love, effendi," she said. "Money do they 
give me for what is no love. She who gives freely for 
love takes naught in return but love, by the will of 
God!" And she laid a hand upon his arm. 

"There is work to do!" said Dicky; and his hand 
dropped to where his pistol lay — but not to threaten 
her. He was thinking of others. 

"To-morrow," she said; "to-morrow for that, effendi," 
and her beautiful eyes hung upon his. 

"There's com in Egypt, but who knows who'll reap 
it to-morrow? And I shall be in Cairo to-morrow." 

"I also shall be in Cairo to-morrow. Oh my lord 
and master!" she answered. 

"God give you safe journey," answered, Dicky, for 
he knew it was useless to argue with a woman. He was 
wont to say that you can resolve all women into the 
same simple elements in the end. 

Dicky gave a long perplexed whistle as he ran softly 
under the palms towards the Antenhotep, lounging on 
the mud bank. Then he dismissed the dancing-girl 
from his mind, for there was other work to do. How 
he should do it he planned as he opened the door of 
Fielding's cabin softly, and saw him in a deep sleep. 

He was about to make haste on deck again, where 
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Ws own nest was, when, glancing through the window, 
he saw Mahommed Ibrahim stealing down the bank to 
the boafs side. He softly drew-to the little curtain of 
the cabin window, leaving only one small space through 
which the moonlight streamed. This ray of light fell 
just across the door through which Mahommed Ibrahim 
would enter. The cabin was a large one, the bed was 
in the middle. At the head was a curtain slung 
to project the sleeper from the cold draughts of the 
night 

Dicky heard a soft footstep in the companion-way, 
then before the door. He crept behind the curtain. 
Mahonuned Ibrahim was listening without. Now the 
door opened very gently, for this careful Orderly had 
oiled the hinges that very day. The long flabby face, 
with the venomous eyes, showed in the streak of moon- 
light Mahommed Ibrahim slid inside, took a step for- 
ward and drew a long knife from his sleeve. Another 
inove towards the sleeping man, and he was near the 
bed; another, and he was beside it, stooping over . . .! 

Now, a cold pistol suddenly thrust in your face is 
disconcerting, no matter how well laid your plans. It 
was useless for the Orderly to raise his hand: a bullet 
is quicker than the muscles of the arm and the stroke 
of a knife. 

The two stood silent an instant, the sleeping man 
peaceful between them. Dicky made a motion of his 
head towards the door. Mahommed Ibrahim turned, 
^icky did not lower his pistol as the Orderly, obeying, 
softly went as he had softly come. Out through the 
doorway, up the stairs, then upon the moonlit deck, th6 
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cold muzzle of the pistol at the head of Mahommed 
Ibrahim. 

Dicky turned now, and faced him, the pistol still 
pointed. 

Then Mahommed Ibrahim spoke. "Malaish!" he 
said. That was contempt. It was Mahommedan re- 
signation; it was the inevitable. "Malaisk — no matter!" 
he said again; and "no matter" was in good English. 

Dicky's back was to the light, the Orderly's face in 
the full glow of it. Dicky was standing beside the 
wire communicating with the engineer's cabin. He 
reached out his hand and pulled the hook. The bell 
rang below. The two above stood silent, motionless, the 
pistol still levelled. 

Holgate, the young Yorkshire engineer, pulled him- 
self up to the deck two steps of the ladder at a time. 

"Yes, sir," he said, coming forward quickly, but 
stopping short when he saw the levelled pistol. 

"Drop the knife, Ibrahim," said Dicky in a low 
voic^. The Orderly dropped the knife. 

"Get it, Holgate," said Dicky; and Holgate stooped 
and picked it up. Then he told Holgate the story in 
a few words. The engineer's fingers tightened on the 
knife. 

"Put it where it will be useful, Holgate," said Dicky. 
Holgate dropped it inside his belt 

"Full steam, and turn her nose to Cairo. No time 
to lose!" He had told Holgate earlier in the evening 
to keep up steam. 

He could see a crowd slowly gathering under the 
palm-trees between the shore and Beni Hassan. They 
were waitmg for Mahommed Ibrahim's signaL 
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Holgate was below, the sailors were at the cables. 
"Let go ropes!" Dicky called, 

A minute later the engine was quietly churning 
away below; two minutes later the ropes were drawn 
in; half a minute later still the nose of the Amenhoiep 
moved in the water. She backed from the Nile mud, 
lunged free. 

''An old man had three sons; one was a thief, an- 
other a rogue, and the worst of the three was a soldier 
—and. he dies^first! What have you got to say before 
you say your prayers?" said Dicky to the Orderly. 

**Mafish!" answered Mahommed Ibrahim, move- 
less. "Mafish — nothing!" And he said "nothing" in 
good Engli^. 

"Say your prayers then, Mahommed Ibrahim," said 
Dicky in. that voice like a girl's; and he backed a little 
till he rested a shoulder against the binnacle. 

Mahommed Ibrahim turned slightly till his face was 
towards the east. The pistol now fell in range with his 
ear. The Orderly took off his shoes, and, standing with 
his face towards the moon, and towards Mecca, he 
murmured \h&/atihah from the Koran. Three times he 
bowed, afterwards he knelt and touched the deck with 
his forehead three times also. Then he stood up, 

"Are you ready?" asked Dicky. 

"Water!" answered Mahommed Ibrahim in English. 

Dicky had forgotten that .final act of devotion of the 
good Mahommedan* There was a filter of Nile-water 
near. He had heard it go drip — drip, drip — drip, as 
Mahommed Ibrahim prayed. 

"Drink," he said, and pointed with his finger. 

Mahommed Ibrahim took the little tin cup hanging 
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by the tap, half filled it, drank it off, and noiselessrj^ 
put the cup back again. Then he stood with his fac^ 
towards the pistol. 

"The game is with the English all the time," said 
Dicky sofUy. 

"MalaiskI" said Mahommed. 

"Jump," said Dicky. 

One instant's pause, and then, without a sound, - 
Ibrahim sprang out over the railing into the hard- 
running current, and struck out for the shore. The 
Amenhotep passed him. He was in the grasp of a 
whirlpool so strong that it twisted the Amenhotep in her 
course. His head spun round like a water-fly, and out 
of the range of Dicky's pistol he shrieked to the crowd 
on the shore. They burst from the palm-trees and 
rushed down to the banks with cries of rage, murder, 
and death; for now they saw him fighting for his life. 
But the Amenhotep* s nose was towards Cairo, and steam 
was full on, and she was going fast. Holgate below 
had his men within range of a pistol too. Dicky looked 
back at the hopeless fight as long as he could see. 

Down in his cabin Fielding Bey slept peacefully, and 
dreamed of a woman in Cairo. 
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In spite of being an Englishman with an Irish name 
and a little Irish blood, Dicky Donovan had risen high 
in the favour of the Khedive, remaining still the same 
Dicky Donovan he had always been — astute but incor- 
ruptible. While he was favourite he used his power 
wisely, and it was a power which had life and death 
behind it When therefore, one day, he asked per- 
mission to take a journey upon a certain deadly business 
of justice, the Khedive assented to all he asked, but, 
fearing for his safety, gave him his own ring to wear 
and a line under his seal. 

With these Dicky set forth for El Medineh in the 
Fayoum, where his important business lay. As he 
cantered away from El Wasta, out through the green 
valley and on into the desert where stands the Pyramid 
of Maydoum, he turned his business over and over in 
his mind, that he might study it from a hundred sides. 
For miles he did not see a human being: only a caravan 
of camels in the distance, some vultures overhead, and 
the smoke of the train behind him by the great river. 
Suddenly, however, as he cantered over the crest of a 
hilly he saw in the desert-trail before him a foot-traveller, 
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who turned round hastily, almost nervously, at the sound 
of his horse's feet. 

It was the figure of a slim, handsome youth, per- 
haps twenty, perhaps thirty. The face was clean-shavenj 
and though the body seemed young and the face was 
unlined, the eyes were terribly old. Pathos and fana- 
ticism were in the look, so Dicky Donovan thought He 
judged the young Arab to be one of the Holy Men who 
live by the gifts of the people, and who do strange acts 
of devotion; such as sitting in one place for twenty 
years, or going without clothes, or chanting the Koran 
ten hours a day, or cutting themselves with knives. But 
this young man was clothed in the plain blue calico of 
the fellah, and on his head was a coarse brown fez of 
raw* wool. Yet round the brown fez was a green cloth, 
which may only be worn by one who has been a pil- 
grimage to Mecca. 

"Nehar-ak koom sdid — God be with you!" said 
Dicky in Arabic. 

' '' Nehar*ak sdid, effendi — God prosper thy great- 
ness!" was the reply, in a voice as full as a man's, but 
as soft as a woman's — an unusual thing in an Arab. 

"Have you travelled far?" asked Dicky. 

"From the Pyramid of Maydoum, effendi,** was the 
quiet reply. 

Dicky laughed. "A poor tavern; cold sleeping there, 
Mahommed." 

"The breath of Allah is warm," answered the Arab. 

Dicky liked the lad's answer. Putting a hand in 
his saddle-bag, he drew out a cake of dourha bread 
and some onions — for he made shift to live as the 
people livedo lest he should be caught unawares some 
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time, and die of the remembrance of too much luxury 
in the midst of frugal fare. 

"Plenty be in your home, Mahommedl" he said, 
tod held out the bread and onions. 

The slim hands came up at once and took the food, 
the eyes flashed a strange look at Dicky. "God give 
you plenty upon your plenty, effendi, and save your soul 
and the souls of your wife and children, if it be your 
will, effendi r^ 

"I have no wife, praise be to God," said Dicky; 
"but if I had, her soul would be saved before my own, 
or Pm a Dutchman!" Then something moved him 
further, and he unbuttoned his pocket— for there really 
was a button to Dicky's pocket. He drew out a five- 
piastre piece, and held it down to the young Arib. 
"For the home-coming after Mecca," he said, and 
smiled. 

The young Arab drew back. "I will eat thy bread, 
but no more, effendi," he said quickly. 

"Then you're not what I thought you were," said 
Dicky under his breath, and, with a quick good-bye, 
struck a heel into the horse's side and galloped away 
toward El Medineh. 

In El Medineh Dicky went about his business — a 
bitter business it was, as all Egypt came to know. 
Por four days he pursued it, without halting and in 
some danger, for, disguise himself as he would in 
his frequenting of the cafi's, his Arabic was not yet 
wholly perfect Sometimes he went about in Euro- 
pean dress, and that was equally dangerous, for in 
those days the Fayoum was a nest of brigandage and 
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murder, and an European — an infidel dog— was fair 
game. 

But Dicky had two friends: the village barber, and 
the moghassH of the dead, or body-washer, who were 
in his pay; and for the moment they were loyal to 
him. For his purpose, too, thef were the most use- 
ful of mercenaries: for the duties of a barber are those 
of a valet'de-chamhre, a doctor, registrar and sanitary 
officer combined; and his coadjutor in information 
and gossip was the.moghassil, who sits and waits for 
^meone to die, as a raven on a housetop waits for 
carrion. 

Dicky was patient, but as the days went by and 
nothing came of all his searching, his lips tightened and 
His eyes became more restless. One day, as he sat in 
his doorway twisting and tuniing things in his mind, 
with an ugly knot in his temper, the barber came to 
him quickly. 

"Saadat el basha, I have found the Englishwoman, 
by the mercy of Allah!" 

Dicky looked at Achmed Hariri for a moment with- 
out stirring or speaking; his lips relaxed, his eyes soften- 
ing with satisfaction. 

"She is living?" 

"But living, saadat el basha." 

Dicky started to his feet "At the mudirieh?" 

"At the house of Azra, the seller of sherbet, saadat 
el basha." 

"When did she leave the mudirieh?" 

"A week past, effendi." 

"Why did she leave!" 

**NQn« toQW§ §av^ the sister of Azra, who is in the 



THE EYE OF THE NEEDLE. lOS 

harem. The Englishwoman was kind to her when she 

was ill, and she gave her aid." 

"The Mudir has not tried to find her?" 

"Will the robber make a. noise if the horse he has 

stolen breaks free, effendi?" 

"Why has she not flown the place?" 
"Effendi, shall the broken-winged bird fly?" 
"She is ill?" He caught the barber by the arm. 
"As a gazelle with an arrow in its breast." 
Dicky's small hand tightened like a vice on the 

barber's thin arm. *'And he who sped the arrow, 

Achmed Hariri?" 

Achmed Hariri was silent. 

"Shall he not die the death?" 

Achmed Hariri shrank back. 

Dicky drew from his pocket a paper with seals, and 

held it up to the barber's eyes. The barber stared, 

drew back, salaamed, bowed his head, and put a hand 

upon his turban as a slave to his master. 

"Show me the way, Mahommed," said Dicky, and 

stepped out. 

Two hours later Dicky, with pale face, and fingers 
clutching his heavy riding-whip fiercely, came quickly 
towards the bridge where he must cross to go to the 
iQudirieh. Suddenly he heard an uproar, and saw men 
hurrying on in front of him. He quickened his foot- 
steps, and presently came to a house on which had 
been fireshly painted those rough, staring pictures of 
"accidents by flood and field," which Mecca pilgrims 
paint on their houses like hatchments, on their safe 
return — proclamation of their prestige. 
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Presently he saw in the grasp of an infuriated crowd 
the Arab youth he had met in the desert, near the 
Pyramid of Maydoum. Execrations, murderous cries 
arose from the mob. The youth's face was deathly 
pale, but it had no fear. Upon the outskirts of the 
crowd hung women, their robes drawn half over their 
faces, crying out for the young man's death. Dicky 
asked the ghaffir standing by what the youth had done. 

"It is no youth, but a woman," he answered: "the 
last wife of the Mudir. In a man's clothes " 

He paused, for the head sheikh of El Medineh, with 
two Ulema, entered the throng. The crowd fell back. 
Presently the Sheikh-el-beled mounted the mastaba by 
the house, the holy men beside him, and pointing to 
the Arab youth, spoke loudly: 

"The sister of scorpions and crocodiles has earned 
a thousand deaths. She was a daughter of a pasha, 
and was lifted high. She was made the wife of Abbas 
Bey, our Mudir. Like a wanton beast she cut off her 
hair, clothed herself as a man, journeyed to Mecca, and 
desecrated the tomb of Mahomet, who hath written that 
no woman, save her husband of his goodness bring her, 
shall enter the Kingdom of Heaven." 

He paused, and pointed to the rough pictures on 
the walls. "This morning, dressed as a man, she went 
in secret to the sacred purple pillar for barren women in 
the Mosque of Amrar, by the Bahr-el-Yusef, and was 
found there with her tongue to it What shall be done 
to this accursed tree in the garden of Mahomet?" 

"Cut it down!" shouted the crowd; and the Ulema 
standing beside the Sheikh-el-beled- said, " Cut down for 
ever the accursed tree." 
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"To-morrow, at sunrise, she shall die as a blas- 
phemer, this daughter of Sheitan the Evil One," con- 
tinued the holy men. 

"What saith the Mudir?" cried a tax-gatherer. 

"The Mudir himself shall see her die at sunrise," 
said the chief of the Ulema. 

Shouts of hideous joy went up. At that moment the 
woman's eyes met Dicky's, and they suddenly lighted. 
Dicky picked his way through the crowd, and stood 
before the Sheikh-el-beled. With an Arab salute, he 
said: 

"I am, as you know, my brother, a friend of our 
master the Khedive, and I carry his ring on my 
finger." 

The Sheikh-el-beled salaamed as Dicky held up his 
hand, and a murmur ran through the crowd. "What 
you have done to the woman is well done, and accord- 
ing to your law she should die. But will ye not let 
her tell her story, so it may be written down, that when 
perchance evil voices carry the tale to the Khedive he 
shall have her own words for her condemnation?" 

The Ulema looked at the Sheikh-el-beled, and he 
made answer: "It is well said; let the woman speak, 
and her words be written down." 

"Is it meet that all should hear?" asked Dicky, for 
he saw the look in the woman's eyes. "Will she not 
speak more freely if we be few?" 

"Let her be taken into the house," said the Sheikh- 
el-beled. Turning to the holy men, he added, " Ye and 
^e bglesi shall hear." 

When they were within the house, the woman was 
brought in and stood before them. 
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"Speak," said the Sheikh-el-beled to her rotighly. 

She kept her eyes fixed on Dicky as she spoke: 

"For the thing I have done I shall answer. I had 
no joy in the harem. I gave no child to my lord, 
though often I put my tongue to the sacred pillar of 
porphyry in the Mosque of Amrar. My lord's love went 
from me. I was placed beneath ianother in the harem. 
. . . Was it well? Did I not love my lord? — was the 
sin mine that no child was bom to him? It is written 
that a woman's prayers are of no avail, that her lord 
must save her at the last, if she hath a soul to be 
saved. . , . Was the love of my lord mine?" She 
paused, caught a comer of her robe and covered her 
face. 

"Speak on, Oh woman of many sorrows," said 
Dicky. 

She partly uncovered her face, and spoke again: 

"In the long night, when he came not and I was 
lonely and I cried aloud, and only the jackals beyond 
my window answered, I thought and thought My 
brain was wild, aiid at last I said, 'Behold, I will go to 
Mecca as the men go, and when the fire rises from the 
Prophet's tomb, bringing blessing and hfe to all, it may 
be that I shall have peace, and win heaven as men win 
it For behold! what is my body but a man's body, 
for it beareth no child. And what is my soul but a 
man's soul, that dares to do this thing!' . . ." 

"Thou art a blasphemer," broke in the chief of the 
Ulema. 

She gave no heed, but with her eyes on Dicky con- 
tinued: 

"So I stole forth in the night with an old slave, 
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who was my father's slave, and together we went to 
Cairo. . , , Behold, I have done all that Dervishes do: 
I have cut myself with knives, I have walked the desert 
alone, I have lain beneath !the feet of the Sheikh's horse 
when he m^kes his ride over the bodies of the faithful, 
I have done all that a woman may do and all that a 
man may do, for the love I bcMre my lord. Now judge 
me as ye will, for I may do no more." 

When she had finished, Dicky turned to the Sheikh- 
el-beled and said, ''She is mad. Behold, Allah hath 
taken her witsl She is no more than a wild bird in the 
wilderness." 

It was his one way to save her; for among her 
people the mad, the blind, and the idiot are reputed 
highly favoured of God. 

The Sheikh-el-beled shook his head. "She is a 
blasphemer. Her words are as the words of one who 
holds the sacred sword and speaks from the high 
pulpit," he said sternly; and his dry lean face hungered 
like a wolf's for the blood of the woman. 

"She has blasphemed," said the Ulema. 

Outside the house, quietness had given place to 
murmuring, murmuring to a noise, and a noise to a 
tumult, through which the yelping and howling of the 
village dogs streamed. 

"She shall be torn to pieces by wild dogs," said the 
Sheikh-el-beled. 

"Let her choose her own death," said Dicky softly; 
luid, lighting a cigarette, he puffed it indolently into the 
fece of the Arab 3itting beside him. For Dicky had 
many ways of showing hatred, and his tobacco was 
sfrong. The sea has its victims, so had Dicky's tobacco. 
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**The way of her death shall be as we choose,*' said 
the Sheikh-el-beled, his face growing blacker, his eyes 
enlarging in fury. 

Dicky yawned slightly, his eyes half closed. He 
drew in a long breath of excoriating caporal, held it for 
a moment, and then softly ejected it in a cloud which 
brought water to the eyes of the Sheikh-el-beled. Dicky 
was very angry, but he did not look it. His voice was 
meditative, almost languid as he said: 

**That the woman should die seems just and right 
— if by your kindness and the mercy of God ye will let 
me speak. But this is no court, it is no law: it is mere 
justice ye would do." 

"It is the will of the people," the chief of the Ulema 
interjected. "It is the will of Mussulmans, of our re- 
ligion, of Mahomet," he said. 

"True, Oh beloved of Heaven, who shall live for 
ever," said Dicky, his hps lost in an odorous cloud of 
"ordinaire." "But there be evil tongues and evil hearts; 
and if some son of liars, some brother of foolish tales, 
should bear false witness upon this thing before our 
master the Khedive, or his gentle Mouffetish ^" 

"His gentle Mouffetish" was scarcely the name to 
apply to Sadik Pasha, the terrible right-hand of the 
Khedive. But Dicky's tongue was in his cheek. 

"There is the Mudir," said the Sheikh-el-beled: 
"he hath said that the woman should die, if she were 
found." 

"True; but if the Mudir should die, where would 
be his testimony?" said Dicky, and his eyes half 
closed, as though in idle contemplation of a pleasing 
theme, "Now," be added, still more negligently, "I 
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shaD see our master the Khedive before the moon is 
M. Were it not well that I should be satisfied for my 
friends?" 

Dicky smiled, and looked into the eye$ of the 

Mussulmans with an incorruptible innocence; he 

ostentatiously waved the cigarette smoke away with 

the hand on which was the ring the Khedive had given 

him. 

"Thy tongue is as the light of a star," said the 
bright-eyed Sheikh-el-beled; "wisdom dwelleth with 
thee." 

The woman took no notice of what they said. Her 
face showed no sign of what she thought; her eyes were 
unwaveringly fixed on the distance. 

"She shall choose her own death," said the Sheikh- 
el-beled; "and I will bear word to the Mudir." 

"I dine with the Mudir to-night; I will carry the 
word," said Dicky; "and the death that the woman shall 
die will be the death he will choose." 

The woman's eyes came like Ughtning from the dis- 
tance, and fastened upon his face. Then he said, with 
the back of his hand to his mouth to hide a yawn: 

"The manner of her death will please the Mudir. It 
must please him." 

"What death does this vulture among women choose 
to die?" said the Sheikh-el-beled. 

Her answer could scarcely be heard in the roar and 
the riot surrounding the hut 

A half-hour later Dicky entered the room where the 
Mudir sat on his divan drinking his coffee. The great 
man looked up in angry astonishment — for Dicky had 
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come unannounced — and his fat hands twitched on his 
breast, where they had been folded. His sallow face 
turned a little green. Dicky made no salutation. 

"Dog of an infidel!" said the Mudir under his 
breath. 

Dicky heard, but did no more than fasten his eyes 
upon the Mudir for a moment. 

"Your business?" said the Mudir. 

"The business of the Khedive," answ^ed Dicky, 
and his riding-whip tapped his leggings. "I have come 
about the English girl." As he said this, he lighted a 
cigarette slowly, looking, as it were casually, into the 
Mudir's eyes. 

The Mudir's hand ran out like a snake towards a 
bell on the cushions, but Dicky shot forward and 
caught the wrist in his slim, steel-like fingers. There 
was a hard glitter in his eyes as he looked down into 
the eyes of the master of a hundred slaves, the ruler of 
a province. 

"I have a command of the Khedive to bring you to 
Cairo, and to kill you if you resist," said Dicky. "Sit 
still — you had better sit still," he added, in a soothing 
voice behind which was a deadly authority. 

The Mudir licked his dry, colourless lips, and 
gasped, for he might make an outcry, but he saw that 
Dicky would be quicker. He had been too long 
enervated by indulgence to make a fight. 

"You'd better take a drink of water," said Dicky, 
seating himself upon a Louis Quinze chair, a relic of 
civilisation brought by the Mudir from Paris into an 
antique barbarism, Tlien he added sternly, "What have 
you done with the English girl?" 
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"I know nothing of an English girl," answered the 
Mudir. 

Dicky's words were chosen as a jeweller chooses 
stones for the ring of a betrothed woman. "You had 
a friend in London, a brother of hell Uke yourself. 
He, like you, had Uved in Paris; and that is why this 
tiling happened. You had your own women slaves 
from Kordofan, from Circassia, from Syria, from your 
own land. It was not enough: you must have an Eng- 
lish girl in your harem. You knew you could not buy 
her, you knew that none would come to you for love, 
neither the drab nor the lady. None would lay her 
hand in that of a leprous dog Uke yourself. So you 
Jied, your friend lied for you — sons of dogs of liars all 
of you, beasts begotten of beasts! You must have a 
governess for your children, forsooth! And the girl was 
.told she would come to a palace. She came to a stable, 
and to shame and murder." 

Dicky paused.. 

The fat, greasy hands of the Mudir fumbled towards 
the water-glass. It was empty, but he raised it to his 
lips and drained the air. ' . 

Dicky's eyes fastened him like arrows. "The girl 
<iied an hour, ago," he continued. "I was with her 
>vhen she died. You must pay the price, Abbas Bey." 
He paused. 

There was a moment's silence, and then a voice, dry 
fe that of one who comes out of chloroform, said, 
"What is the price?" 

The little touch of cruielty in Dicky's nature, work- 
ing with a sense of justice and an ever ingenious mind, 
save a pleasant quietness to the inveterate hate that 

Oonovan Pasha* ^ 
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possessed him. He thought of another woman— of her 
who was to die to-morrow. 

"There was another woman," said Dicky: "one of 
your own people. She was given a mind and a soul. 
You deserted her in your harem — what was there left 
for her to think of but death? She had no child. 
But death was a black prospect; for you would go to 
heaven, and she would be in the outer darkness; and 
she loved youl A woman's brain thinks wild things. 
She fled from you, and went the pilgrimage to Mecca. 
She did all that a man might do to save her soul, 
according to Mahomet She is to die to-morrow by 
the will of the people — and the Mudir of the Fayoum.*' 

Dicky paused once more. He did not look at the 
Mudir, but out of the window towards the Bahr-el- 
Yusef, where the Fellaheen of the Mudir's estate toiled 
like beasts oi biurden with the barges and the great 
khiassas laden with cotton and sugar-cane. 

"God make your words merciful 1" said the Mudir. 
"What would you have me do?" 

"The Khedive, our master, has given me your life,'* 
said Dicky. "I will make your end easy. The woman, 
has done much to save her soul. She buries her face 
in the dust because she hath no salvation. It is written 
in the Koran that a man may save the soul of his wife. 
You have your choice: will you come to Cairo to Sadik 
Pasha, and be crucified Uke a bandit of your own pro- 
vince, or will you die with the woman in the Birket-el- 
Kurun to-morrow at sunrise, and walk with her into the 
Presence and Save her soul, and pay the price of the 
English Ufe?" 

"Malaish!** answered the Mu^ir, "W^ter," he 
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added quickly. He had no power to move, for fear 
had paralysed him. Dicky brought him a goolah of 
water. 

The next morning, at sunrise, a strange procession 
drew near to the Birket-el-Kurun. Twenty ghaffirs went 
ahead with their naboots; then came the kavasses, then 
the Mudir moimted, with Dicky riding beside, his hand 
upon the holster where his pistol was. The face of the 
Mudir was like a wrinkled skin of lard, his eyes> had 
the look of one drunk with hashish. Behind them came 
the woman, and now upon her face there was only a 
look of peace. The distracted gaze had gone from her 
eyes, and she listened without a tremor to the voices of 
the wailers behind. 

Twenty yards from the lake, Dicky called a halt — 
Dicky, not the Mudir. The soldiers came forward and 
put heavy chains and a ball upon the woman's ankles. 
The woman carried the ball in her arms to the very 
verge of the lake, by the deep pool called "The Pool of 
the Slaughtered One." 

Dicky turned to the Mudir. ''Are you ready?" he 
said. 

"Inshallah!" said the Mudir. 

The soldiers made a hne, but the crowd overlapped 
the line. The Fellaheen and Bedouins looked to see 
the Mudir summon the Ulema to condemn the woman 
to shame and darkness everlasting. But suddenly Abbas 
Bey turned and took the woman's right hand in his 
left 

Her eyes opened in an ecstasy. "Oh lord and 

8* 
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master, I go to heaven with thee I" she said, and th] 
herself forward. 

Without a sound the heavy body of the Mu 
lurched forward with her, and they sank into 
water together. A cry of horror and wonder bi 
from the crowd. 

Dicky turned to them, and raised both hands. 

"In the name of our Master the Khedive!" he cr: 

Above the spot where the two had sunk floated 
red tarboosh of the Mudir of the Fayoum* 



A TREATY OF PEACE. 



Mr. William Sowerby, lieutenant in the Mounted 
Infantiy, was in a difficult situation, out of which he 
was little likely to come with credit — or his life. It is 
a dangerous thing to play with fire, so it is said; it 
is a more dangerous thing to walk rough-shod over 
Oriental customs. A man ere this has lost his life by 
carrying his shoe-leather across the threshold of a 
Bosque, and this sort of thing William Sowerby knew, 
^nd of his knowledge he heeded. He did not heed 
Mother thing, however; which is, that Oriental ladies 
^re at home to but one man in all the world, and that 
your acquaintance with them must be modified by a 
''^ushrabieh screen, a yashmak, a shaded, fast-driving 
brougham, and a hideous eunuch. 

William Sowerby had not been long in Egypt, and 
^« had not travelled very far or very wide in the 
Orient; and he was an impressionable and harmless 
young man whose bark and bite were of equal value. 
His ideas of a harem were inaccurately based on the 
^^end that it is necessarily the habitation <rf many 
^ves and concubines and slaves. It bad never oc- 
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curred to him that there might be a sort of family life 
in a harem; that a pasha or a bey might have daughters 
as well as wives; or might have only one wife — which 
is less expensive; and that a harem is not necessarily 
the heaven of a voluptuary, an elysium of rosy-petalled 
love and passion. Yet he might have known it all, 
and should have known it all, if he had taken one-fiflh 
of the time to observe and study Eg3rptian life which he 
gave to polo and golf and racquets. Yet even if he 
had known the hfe from many standpoints he would 
still have cherished illusions, for, as Dicky Donovan, 
^ho had a sense of satire, said in some satirical 
lines, the cherished amusement of more than one dinner-* 
table: 

"Oh, William "WiJliam Sowerby 

Has come out for to see 

The way of a bimbashi 

With £^gyptian Cavahee. 
But William William Sowerby 

His eyes do open wide 
When he sees the Pasha's chosen 
In her "bruggam" and her pride. 
And William William Sowerby, 

He has a tender smile. 
Which will bring him in due season 

To the waters of the Nile — 

And the cheery crooodile!" 

It can scarcely be said that Dicky was greatly sur- 
prised when Mahommed Yeleb, the servant of "Wil- 
liam William Sowerby," came rapping at his door one 
hot noonday with a dark tale of disaster to his master. 
This was the heart of the thing— A languid, bored, in- 
viting face, and two dark curious eyes in a slowrdriving 
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brougham out on the Pyramid Road; William's tender, 
answering smile; his horse galloping behind to within a 
discreet distance of the palace, where the lady alighted, 
shadowed by the black-coated eunuch. The same thing 
for several days, then a device to let the lady know his 
name, then a little note half in Arabic, half in French, 
so mysterious, so fascinating — William Sowerby walked 
on air! Then, a nocturnal going forth, followed by his 
frightened servant, who dared not give a warning, for 
fear of the ever-ready belt which had scarred his 
back erstwhile; the palace wall, an opening door, the 
figure of his master passing through, Uie dosing gate; 
and then no more — nothing more, for a long thirty-six 
hours! 

Mahommed Yeleb's face would have been white if 
lus skin had permitted — it was a sickly yellow; his 
throat was guttural with anxiety, his eyes furtive and 
strained, for was he not the servant of his master, and 
Qiight not he be marked for the early tomb if, as he 
was sure, his master was gone that way? 

"Aiwa, effendi, it is sure," he said to Dicky 
Donovan, who never was surprised at anything that hap- 
pened. He had no fear of anything that breathed; and 
be kept his place with Ismail because he told the truth 
pitilessly, was a poorer man than the Khedive's barber, 
and a beggar beside the Chief Eunuch; also, because 
he had a real understanding of the Oriental mind, to- 
gether with a rich sense of humour. 

"What is sure?" said Dicky to the Arab with as- 
sumed composure; for it was important that he should 
show neither anxiety nor astonishment, lest panic seize 
the man, and he rush abroad with grave scandal stream- 
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ing from his mouth, and the English fat be in thd^ 
Egyptian fire for ever. "What is sure, Mahommed 
Yeleb?" repeated Dicky, lighting a cigarette idly. 

"It is as God wills; but as the tongue of man 
speaks, so is he — Bimbashi Sowerby my master — swal- 
lowed up these thirty-six hours in the tomb prepared 
for him by Selamlik Pasha." 

Dicky felt his eyelids twitch, and he almost gave a 
choking groan of anxiety, for Selamlik Pasha would not 
spare the invader of his harem; an English invader 
would be a delicate morsel for his pitiless soul. He 
shuddered inwardly at the thought of what might have 
occurred, what might occur still. 

If Sowerby had been trapped and was already dead, 
the knowledge would creep through the bazaars hke a 
soft wind of the night, and all the Arab world would 
rejoice that a cursed Inglesi, making the unpardonable 
breach of their code, had been given to the crocodiles, 
been smothered, or stabbed, or tortured to death with 
fire. And, if it were so, what could be done? Could 
England make a case of it, avenge the life of this young 
fool who had disgraced her in the eyes of the world, of 
the envious French in Cairo, and of that population of 
the palaces who hated her because Englishmen were 
the enemies of backsheesh, corruption, tyranny, and 
slavery? And to what good the attempt? Exists the 
personal law of the Oriental palace, and who may 
punish any there save by that personal law? What 
outside law shall apply to anyihing that happens within 
those mysterious walls? Who shall bear true witness, 
when the only judge is he whose palace it is? Though 
twenty nation? should unit? to judge, wh^re might proof 
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be found? — Inside the palace, where all men lie and 
bear false witness? 

If Sowerby was not dead, then resort to force? Go 
to Selamlik Pasha the malignant, and demand the young 
officer? How easy for Selamlik Pasha to deny all know- 
ledge of. his existence 1 Threaten SelamUk — and raise 
a Mahommedan crusade? That would not do. 

Say nought, then, and let Sowerby, who had thrust 
his head into the jaws of the tiger, get it out as best 
be might, or not get it out, as the case might be? 

Neither was that possible to Dicky Donovan, even 
if it were the more politic thing to do, even if it were 
better for England's name. Sowerby was his friend, as 
men of the same race are friends together in a foreign 
country. Dicky had a poor opinion of Sowerb/s sense 
or ability, and yet he knew that if he were in Sowerby's 
present situation— living or dead — Sowerby would spill 
bis blood a hundred useless times, if need be, to save him. 
He had no idea of leaving Sowerby where he was, 
if alive; or of not avenging him one way or another if 
dead. But how that might be he was not on the in- 
stant sure. He had been struck as with a sudden 
blindness by the news, though he showed nothing of 
this to Mahommed Yeleb. His chief object was to 
inspire the Arab with confidence, since he was probably 
the only man outside Selamlik's palace who knew the 
thing as yet. It was hkely that Selamlik Pasha would 
be secret till he saw whether Sowerby would be missed 
and what inquiry was made for him. It was important 
to Dicky, in the first place, that this Mahommed Yeleb 
be kept quiet, by being made a confidant of his pur- 
poses so {^ as need be, ^ accomplice in bis efforts 
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whatever they should be. Kept busy, with a promise of 
success and backsheesh when the matter was completed, 
the Arab would probably remain secret Besides, as 
Dicky said to himself, while Mahommed kept his head, 
he would not risk parading himself as the servant of 
the infidel who had invaded the pasha's harem. Again, 
it was certain that he had an adequate devotion to his 
master, who had given him as many ha'pence as kicks, 
and many cast-ofif underclothes and cigarettes. 

Thus it was that before Dicky had arranged what 
he should do, though plans were fusing in his brain, he 
said to Mahommed Yeleb seriously, as befitting the crime 
Sowerby had committed — evenly, as befitted the in- 
fluence he wished to have over the Arab: "Keep your 
tongue between your teeth, Mahommed. We will pull 
him through all right'' 

"But, effendi, whom God honour, for greatness is in 
all thy ways, friend of the Commander of the Faithful 
as thou art — but, saadat el basha, if he be dead?" 

"He is not dead. I know it by the eyes of my 
mind, Mahommed — yea, by the hairs of my head, he is 
not deadl" 

"Saadat el basha, thou art known as the truth-teller 
and the incorruptible — this is the word of the Egyptian 
and of the infidel concerning thee. I kiss thy feet For 
it IS true he hath deserved death, but woe be to him 
by whom his death cometh! And am I not his servant 
to be with him while he hath life, and hath need of 
me? If thou say est he is alive, then is he alive, and 
my heart rejoices." 

Dicky scarcely heard what the Arab said, for the 
quick conviction he had had that Sowerby was alivq 
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was based on the fact, suddenly, remembered, that 
Selamiik Pasha had only returned from the Fayoum this 
very morning, and that therefore he could not as yet 
have had any share in the fate of Sowerby, but had 
probably been sent for by the Chief Eunuch. It was 
but an hour since that he had seen Selamiik Pasha 
driving hastily towards his palace. 

His mind was instantly made up, his plans formed 
to his purpose. 

"Listen, Mahommed," he said to the Arab. "Listen 
to each word I say, as though it were the prayer to 
take thee into Paradise. Go at once to Sdamlik Pasha. 
Carry this ring the Khedive gave to me — he will know 
it Do not be denied his presence. Say that it is more 
than life and death; that it is all he values in the world. 
Once admitted, say these words — 'Donovan Pasha knows 
all, and asks an audience at midnight in this palace. 
Until that hour Donovan Pasha desires peace. For is 
it not the law, an eye for an eye and a tooth for a 
tooth ? Is not a market a place to buy and sell? ' " 

Four times did Dicky make the Arab repeat the 
words after him, till they ran like water from his tongue, 
and dismissed him upon the secret errand with a hand- 
ful of silver. 

Immediately the Arab had gone, Dicky's face flushed 
with excitement, in the reaction from his lately assumed 
composure. For Ave minutes he walked up and down, 
using language scarcely printable, reviling Sowerby, and 
setting his teeth in anger. But. he suddenly composed 
himself, and, sitting down, stared straight before him for 
a long time without stirring a musde. There was urgent 
need of addon, but there was more urgent need of his 
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making no mistake, of his doing the one thing necessary^ 
for Sowerby could only be saved in one way, not many» 

It was useless to ask the KLhedive's intervention — 
Ismail dared not go against Selamlik in this. What- 
ever was done must be done between Selamlik Pasha, 
the tigerish libertine, and Richard Donovan, the little 
man who, at the tail end of Ismail's reign, was helping 
him hold things together against the black day of 
reckoning, "prepared for the devil and all his angels,,** 
as Dicky had said to Ismail on this very momentous 
morning, when warning him of the perils in his path; 
Now Dicky had been at war with Selamlik ever since, 
one day long ago on the Nile, he and Fielding had 
thwarted his purposes; and Dicky had earned the 
Pasha's changeless hatred by calling him "Trousers" — 
for this name had gone up and down throughout Egjrpt 
as a doubtful story travels, drawing easy credit every- 
where. Those were the days when Dicky was irrespon- 
sible. Of all in Egypt who hated him most, Selamlik 
Pasha was the chief. But most people hated Selamlik^ 
so the world was not confounded by the great man's 
rage, nor did they dislike Dicky simply because the 
Pasha chose to do so. Through years Selamlik had 
built up his power, until even the ELhedive feared him, 
and would have been glad to tie a stone round his neck 
and drop him into the Nile. But Ismail could no longer 
do this sort of thing without some show of reason: 
Europe was hanging on his actions, waiting for the apt 
moment to depose him. 

All this Dicky knew, and five minutes from the time 
Mahommed Yeleb had left him he was on his way to 
Ismail's Palace, with bis kavass behind him, cool and 
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ruminating as usual^ now answering a salute in Turkish 
fashion, now in English, as Egyptians or Europeans 
passed him. 



n. 

There was one being in the Khedive's palace whose 
admiration for Dicky was a kind of fetish, and Dicky 
loathed him. Twice had Dicky saved this Chief Eunuch's 
life from Ismail's anger, and once had he saved his 
fortune — not even from compassion, but out of his in- 
herent love of justice. As Dicky had said: "Let him 
die for what he has done, not for something he has not 
done. Send him to the devil with a true bill of crime." 

So it was that Dicky, who shrank from the creature 
whom Ministers and Pashas fawned upon — so powerful 
was his unique position in the palace — ^went straight 
to him now to get his quid-pro-quo, his measure for 
measure. 

The tall, black-coated, smooth-faced creature, silent 
and watchful and lean, stepped through the doorway 
with the footfall of a cat. He slid forward, salaamed 
to the floor — Dicky wondered how a body could open 
and shut so like the blade of a knife— r-and, catching 
Dicky's hand, kissed it. 

"May thy days be watered with the dew of heaven, 
saadat el basha," said the Chief Eunuch. 

"Mine eyes have not seen since thy last with- 
drawal," answered Dicky blandly, in the high-flown 
Oriental way. 

"Thou hast sent for me. I am thy slave," 
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"I have sent for thee, Mizraim. And thou shalt 
prove thyself, once for all, whether thy hand naoves as 
thy tongue speaks." 

"To serve thee I will lay down my life — I will blow 
it from me as the wind bloweth the cotton flower. Have 
I not spoken thus since the Feast of Beiram, now two 
years gone?" 

Dicky lowered his voice. "E)oth Mustapha Bey, 
that son of the he-wolf Selamlik Pasha, still follow the 
carriage of the Khedive's favourite, and hang about the 
walls, and seek to corrupt thee with gold, Mahommed 
Mizraim?" 

"Saadat el basha, but for thy word to wait, the 
Khedive had been told long since." 

"It is the sport to strike when the sword cuts with 
the longest arm, O son of Egypt!" 

The face of Mizraim was ugly with the unnatural 
cruelty of an unnatural man. "Is the time at hand, 
saadat el basha?" 

"You hate Selamlik Pasha?" 

"As the lion the jackal." 

Dicky would have laughed in scorn if he might havd 
dared — this being to class himself with lions! But 
the time was not fit for laughter. "And the son of 
Selamlik Pasha, the vile Mustapha Bey?" he asked. 

"I would grind him like com between the stonesJ 
Hath he not sent messages by the women of the bazaar 
to the harem of my royal master, to whom God give 
glory in heaven? Hath he not sought to enter the 
harem as a weasel crawls under a wall? Hath he not 
sought to steal what I hoard by a mighty hand and 
the eye of an eagle for Ismail the Great? Shall I love 
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Urn more than the dog that tears the throat of a 
gazelle?" 

The gesture of cruelty he made was disgusting to 
the eyes of Dicky Donovan, but he had in his mind the 
peril to Sowerby, and he nodded his head in careless 
approval, as it were. 

"Then, Mizraim, thou son of secrecy and keeper of 
the door, take heed to what I say, and for thine honour 
and my need do as I will. Thou shalt to-night admit 
Mustapha Bey to the harem — at the hour of nine 
o'clock!" 

"Saadat el basha!" The Eunuch's face was sickly 
in its terrified wonder. 

"Even so. At nine." 

"But, saadat " 

"Bring him secretly, even to the door of the 
favourite's room; then, have him seized and carried to 
a safe place till I send for him." 

"Ah, saadat el basha " The lean face of the 

creature smiled, and the smile was not nice to see. 

"Let no harm be done him, but await my messenger, 
Mahommed Yeleb, and whatsoever he bids you to do, 
do it; for I speak." 

"Ah, saadat el basha, you would strike Selamlik 
Pasha so — the great beast, tiie black river pig, the serpent 
of the slime . . .1" 

"You will do this thing, Mizraim?" 

''I shall lure him, as the mirage the pilgrim. With 
joy I will do this, and a hundred times more." 

"Even if I asked of thee the keys of the harem?" 
said Dicky grimly. 

"Effendi, thou wouldst not ask. All the world knows 



128 DONOVAN PASHA, ETC. 

thee. For thee the harem hath no lure. Thou goest 
not by dark ways to deeds for thine own self. Thou 
hast honour. Ismail himself would hot fear thee." 

"See, thou master of many, squeak not thy voice so 
high. Ismail will take thy head and mine, if he dis- 
covers to-night's business. Go then with a soft tread, 
Mizraim. Let thy hand be quick on his mouth, and 
beware that no one sees!" 



nr. 



Upon the stroke of midnight Dicky entered the room 
where Selamlik Pasha awaited him with a malicious and 
greasy smile, in which wanton cruelty was uppermost 
Selamlik Pasha knew well the object of this meeting. 
He had acairately interpreted the message brought by 
Mahommed Yeleb. He knew his power; he knew that 
the Englishman's life' was in his hands to do with what 
he chose, for the law of the harem which defies all 
outside law was on his side.' . But here he was come to 
listen to Dicky Donovan, the arrogant little favourite, 
pleading for the life of the English boy who had done 
the thing for which the only penalty was death. 

Dicky showed no emotion as he entered the room, 
but salaamed, and said: "Your excellency is prompt 
Honour and peace be upon your excellency!" 

"Honour and the bounty of the stars be upon thee, 
saadat el basha!" 

There was. a slight pause, in which Dicky seated 
himself, lighted a cigarette, and summoned a servant, of 
yfhom he ordered cpffee. Thfey did not speak mean- 
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time, but Dicky sat calmly, almost drowsily, smoking, 
and Selamlik Pasha sat with greasy hands clasping and 
unclasping, his yellow eyes fixed on Dicky with malevolent 
scrutiny. 

When the coffee was brought, the door had been 
shut, and Dicky had drawn the curtain across, SelamHk 
Pasha said: "What great affair brings us together here, 
saadat el basha?" 

"The matter of the Englishman you hold a prisoner, 
excellency." 

*'It is painful, but he is dead,'* said the Pasha, with 
a grimace of cruelty. 

Dicky's eyes twitched slightly, but he answered with 
coolness, thrusting his elbow into the cushions and 
smoking hard: "But, no, he is not dead. Selamlik 
Pasha has as great an instinct for a bargain as for 
revenge. Also Selamlik Pasha would torture before he 
Julls. Is it not so?" 

"What is your wish?" 

"That the man be set free, excellency." 

"He has trespassed. He has stolen his way into 
the harem. The infidel dog has defiled the house of 
^y wives." 

"He will marry the woman, with your permission, 
excellency. He loved her — so it would seem." 

"He shall die — the dog of an infidel!" 

Dicky was now satisfied that Sowerby was alive, and 
that the game was fairly begun. He moved slowly 
towards his purpose. 

"I ask his life, as a favour to me. The Khedive 
hcmours me, and I can serve you betimes, excel- 
lency." 

Donovan PatAa, % 
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"You called me 'Trousers,' and all Egypt laughed,** 
answered the Pasha malignantly. 

"I might have called you worse, but I did not You 
may call me what you will — ^I will laugh." 

"I will call you a fool for bringing me here to laugh 
at you, who now would kiss Selamlik Pasha's shoe. I 
would he were your brother. I would tear out his 
finger-nails, pierce his eyes, bum him with hot irons, 
pour boiling oil over him and red cinders down his 
throat — if he were your brother." 

"Remember I am in the confidence of the Khedive, 
pasha." 

"Ismail! What dare he do? Every Egyptian in the 
land would call him infidel. Ismail would dare do no- 
thing." His voice was angrily guttural with triumph. 

"England will ask the price of the young man's life 
of you, excellency." 

"England dare not move; is thy servant a fool? 
Every Mussulman in the land would raise the green flag 
— the Jehad would be upon ye!" 

"He is so young. He meant no ill. The face of 
your daughter drew him on. He did not realise his 
crime — nor its penalty." 

"It is a fool's reasoning. Because he was a stranger 
and an infidel, so has he been told of dark things done 
to those who desecrate our faith." 

"Had he been an Egyptian or a Turk " 

"I should slay him, were he Ismail himself. Mine 
own is mine own, as Mahomet hath said. The man 
shall die — and who shall save him? Not even the Sultan 
himself." 
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*'Thfere are concessions in the Fayoum; you have 
sought them long." 

"Bah I" 

**There is the Grand Cordon of the Mejidteh; there 
is a way to it, excellency," 

"The man's blood!" 

"There is a high office to be vacant soon, near to 
the person of the Khedive, with divers moneys and 
loans " 

"To see Donovan Pasha cringe and beg is better." 

"There is that mercy which one day you may have 
to ask for yourself or for your own " 

"The fool shall die. And who shall save him?" 

"Well, I will save him," said Dicky, rising slowly to 
his feet. 

"Hsh! Go to the Khedive with the tale, and I will 
Mil the man within the hour, and tell it abroad, and we 
shall see where Donovan Pasha will stand to-morrow. 
The Khedive is not stronger than his people — and there 
^e the French, and others!" He spat upon the floor at 
I^icky's feet. "Go, tell the Khedive what you will, dog 
of an Englishman, son of a dog with a dog's heart!" 

Dicky took a step forward, with an ominous flare of 
colour in his cheek. There was a table between him 
^ Selamlik Pasha. He put both hands upon it, and 
Waning over said in a voice of steel: 

"So be it, then. Shall I go to the Khedive and say 
that this night Mustapha Bey, eldest and chosen son of 
Selamlik Pasha, the darling of his fat heart, was seized 
by the Chief Eunuch, the gentle Mizraim, in the harem 
of His Highness? Shall I tell him that, Trousers?" 

As Dicky spoke, slowly, calmly, Selamlik Pasha; 
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turned a greenish-yellow, his eyes started from his head, 
his hand chafed the air. 

"Mustapha Bey — Khedive's harem!" he stammered 
in a husky voice. 

"By the gentle Mizraim, I said," answered Dicky. 
"Is Mustapha Bey's life worth an hour's purchase? Is 
Selamlik Pasha safe?" 

"Is — is he dead?" gasped the cowardly Egyptian, 
furtively glancing towards the door. Suddenly he fell 
back fainting, and Dicky threw some water in his face, 
then set a cup of it beside him. 

"Drink, and pull yourself together, if you would save 
yourself," said Dicky. 

"Save — save myself," said Selamlik Pasha, recover- 
ing; then, with quick suspicion, and to gain time, 
added quickly, "Ah, it is a trick! He is not a prisoner 
— ^you lie!" 

"I have not a reputation for lying," rejoined Dicky 
quietly. "But see!" he added; and throwing open a 
door, pointed to where the Chief Eunuch stood with 
Mahommed Yeleb, Mustapha Bey gagged and bound 
between them. Dicky shut the door again, as Selamlik 
Pasha shrank back among the cushions, cowardice in- 
carnate. 

"You thought," said Dicky with a soft fierceness, 
"you thought that I would stoop to bargain with 
Selamlik Pasha and not know my way out of the bargain? 
You thought an Englishman would beg, even for a Hfe, 
of such as you! You thought me, Donovan Pasha, such 
a fool!" 

"Mercy, excellency!" said Selamlik, spreading out 
his hands, 
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Dicky laughed. ''You called me names, Sdamlik — * 
a> dog, and the son of a dog with a dog's heart Was 
it wise?" 

"Is there no way? Can no bargain be made?" 

Dicky sat down, lighting a cigarette. 

"To save a scandal in Egypt," answered Dicky drily, 
"I am ready to grant you terms." 

" Speak — excellency." 

"Tlie life of the Englishman for the life of your son 
and your own. Also, the freedom of the six Circassian 
slaves whom you house now at Beni Hassan, ready to 
bring to your palace. Also, for these slaves two hundred 
Turkish pounds apiece. Also, your written word that 
you will bring no more slaves into Egypt Is the bargain 
fair?" 

"Mizraim may still betray us," said Selamlik, trem- 
bling, with relief, but yet apprehensive. 

"Mizraim is in my power — he acts for me," said 
Dicky. "Whose life is safe here save my own?" 

**Malaish! It shall be as your will is, excellency," 
answered Selamhk Pasha, in a shaking voice; and he 
had time to wonder even then how an Englishman could 
so outwit an Oriental, It was no matter how Mustapha 
Bey, his son, was lured; he had been seized in the 
baiem, and all truth can be forsworn in Egypt, and the 
game was with this Donovan Pasha. 

"Send to your palace, commanding that the English- 
roan be brought here," said Dicky, Selamlik Pasha 
did so. 

Sowerby of the Mounted Infantry was freed that 
nigbt, and the next day Dicky Donovan had six Cir- 
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cassian slaves upon his hands. He passed them oi 
to the wife of Fielding Bey with whom he had shar 
past secrets and past dangers. 

Selamlik Pasha held his peace in fear; and t 
Khedive and Cairo never knew why there was a tru 
to battle between Dicky Donovan and that vile Pas 
called Trousers. 



AT THE MERCY OF TIBERIUS. 

In a certain year when Dicky Donovan was the one 
teing in Egypt who had any restraining influence on 
^e Khedive, he suddenly asked leave of absence to 
visit England. Ismail granted it with reluctance, chiefly 
because he disliked any interference with his comforts, 
^nd Dicky was one of them — in some respects the most 
important 

"My friend," he said half petulantly to Dicky, as he 
tossed the plans for a new palace to his secretary and 
dismissed him, "are you not happy here? Have you not 
all a prince can give?" 

"Highness," answered Dicky, "I have kith and kin 
in England. Shall a man forget his native land?" 

The Khedive yawned, lighted a cigarette, and mur- 
mured through the smoke: **Inshallah! It might be 
pleasant — betimes." 

"I have your Highness* leave to go?" asked Dicky. 

"May God preserve your head from harm!" an- 
swered Ismail in farewell salutation, and, taking a ring 
from his finger set with a large emerald, he gave it 
to Dicky. "Gold is scarce in Egypt," he went on, 
"but. there are jewels still in the palace — and the 
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Khedive's promises-to-pay with every money-barber of 
Europe!" he added, with a cynical sneer, and touched 
his forehead and his breast courteously as Dicky retired. 

Outside the presence Dicky unbuttoned his coat like 
an Englishman again, and ten minutes later flung his 
tarboosh into a comer of the room; for the tarboosh 
was the sign of official servitude, and Dicky was never 
the perfect official. Initiative was his strong point, in- 
dependence his life; he loathed the machine of system 
in so far as he could not command it; he revolted at 
being a cog in the wheel. Ismail had discovered this, 
and Dicky had been made a kind of confidential se- 
cretary who seldom wrote a line. By his influence with 
Ismail he had even more power at last than the chief 
eunuch or the vakt-de-chambre, before whom the highest 
officials bowed low. He was hated profoundly by many 
of the household, cultivated by certaih of the Ministers, 
fawned upon by outsiders, trusted by the Khedive, and 
entirely believed in by the few Englishmen and French- 
men who worked for decent administration faithfully, but 
without hope and sometimes with nausea. 

It was nausea that had seized upon Dicky at last, 
nausea and one other thing: the spirit of adventure, an 
inveterate curiosity. His was the instinct of the ex- 
plorer, his feet were the feet of the Wandering Jew. 
He knew things behind closed doors by instinct; he was 
like a thought-reader in the sure touch of discovery; the 
ELhedive looked upon him as occult almost, and laughed 
in the face of the MoufTetish Sadik when he said some 
evil things of Dicky. Also, the Elhedive told the 
Mouffetish that if any harm came to Dicky there would 
^ome barm to him, The Khedive loved to play on« 
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man off against another, and the death of Sadik or the 
death of Dicky would have given him no pain, if either 
seemed necessary. For the moment, however, he loved 
them both after his fashion: for Sadik lied to him, and 
squeezed the land dry, and flailed it with kourbashes 
for gold for his august master and himself; and Dicky 
told him the truth about everything — which gave the 
Khedive knowledge of how he really stood all round. 

Dicky told the great spendthrift the truth about him- 
self; but he did not tell the truth when he said he was 
going to England on a visit to his kith and kin. Seized 
by the most irresistible curiosity of his life, moved by a 
desire for knowledge, that a certain plan in his mind 
Hiight be successfully advanced he went south and east, 
not west and north. 

For four months Egypt knew him not. For four 
months the Khedive was never told the truth save by 
European financiers, when truths were obvious facts; 
for four long months never saw a fearless or an honest 
eye in his own household. Not that it mattered in 
one sense; but Ismail was a man of ideas, a sportsman 
of a sort, an Iniquity with points; a man who chose 
the broad way because it was easier, not because he 
was remorseless. At the start he meant well by his 
people, but he meant better by himself; and not being 
able to satisfy both sides of the equation, he satisfied 
one at the expense of the other and of that x quantity 
otherwise known as Europe. And Europe was heckling 
him; the settling of accounts was near. Commissioners 
had been sent to find where were the ninety millions 
he had borrowed. Only Ismail and Sadik the Mouffetish, 
Oftc^ §lj^ve and foster-brother, could reply. The Khedive 
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could not long stave off the evil day when he must 
"pay the debt of the lobster," and Sadik give account 
of his stewardship. Meanwhile, his mind turned to the 
resourceful little Englishman with the face of a girl and 
the tongue of an honest man. 

But the day Dicky had set for his return had come 
and gone, and Dicky himself had not appeared. With 
a grim sort of satisfaction, harmonious with his irrita- 
tion, Ismail went forth with his retinue to the Ddsah, 
the gruesome celebration of the Prophet's birthday, fol- 
lowing on the return of the pilgrimage from Mecca. At 
noon he entered his splendid tent at one side of a 
square made of splendid tents, and looked out listlessly, 
yet sourly, upon the vast crowds assembled — upon the 
lines of banners, the red and green pennons embroidered 
with phrases from the Koran. His half-shut, stormy 
eyes fell upon the tent of the chief of the dervishes, and 
he scarcely checked a sneer, for the ceremony to be 
performed appealed to nothing in him save a barbaric 
instinct, and this barbaric instinct had been veneered 
by French civilisation and pierced by the criticism of 
one honest man. His look fell upon the long pathway 
whereon, for three hundred yards, matting had been 
spread. A field of the cloth of blood; for on this cloth 
dervishes back from Mecca, mad with fanaticism and 
hashish, would lie packed like herrings, while the Sheikh 
of the Ddsah rode his horse over their bodies, a pave- 
ment of human flesh and bone. 

As the Khedive looked, his lip curled a little, for he 
recalled what Dicky Donovan had said about it; how 
he had pleaded against it, describing sickening wounds 
and pilgrims done to death. Dicky had ended his brief 
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homily by saying — "And isn't that a pretty dish to set 
before a king!" To Ismail's amusement; for he was no 
good Mussulman, no Mussulman at all, in fact, save in 
occasional violent prejudices got of inheritance and as- 
sociation. 

To-day, however, Ismail was in a bad humour with 

Dicky and with the world. He had that very morning 

flogged a soldier senseless with his own hand; he had 

lianded over his favourite Circassian slave to a ruffian 

Bey, who would drown her or sell her within a month; 

and he had dishonoured his own note of hand for fifty 

thousand pounds to a great merchant who had served 

him not wisely but too well. He was not taking his 

troubles quietly, and woe be to the man or woman who 

crossed him this day! Tiberius was an hungered for a 

victim to his temper. His entourage knew it well, and 

many a man trembled that day for his place, or his 

head, or his home. Even Sadik Pasha the MoufTetish 

— Sadik, who had four hundred women slaves dressed 

in purple and fine linen — Sadik, whose kitchen alone 

cost him sixty thousand pounds a year, the price of 

whose cigarette ash-trays was equal to the salary of an 

English consul — even Sadik, foster-brother, panderer, the 

Barabbas of his master, was silent and watchful to-day. 

And Sadik, silent and watchful and fearful, was also 
a dangerous man. As Sadik's look wandered over the 
packed crowds, his faded eyes scarce realising the bright- 
coloured garments of the men, the crimson silk tents 
and banners and pennons, the gorgeous canopies and 
trappings and plumes of the approaching dervishes, led 
by the Amir-el-Haj or Prince of the Pilgrims, returned 
from Mecca, he wondered what lamb for the sacrifice 
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might be provided to soothe the mind of his master; 
He looked at the matting in the long lane before 
them, and he knew that the bodies which would lie 
here presently, yielding to the hoofs of the Sheikh's 
horse, were not sufficient to appease the rabid spirit 
tearing at the Elhedive's soul He himself had been 
flouted by one ugly look this morning, and one from 
Ismail was enough. 

It did his own soul good now to see the dervish 
fanatics foaming at the mouth, their eyes rolling, as they 
crushed glass in their mouths and ate it, as they swal- 
lowed fire, as they tore live serpents to pieces with their 
teeth and devoured them, as they thrust daggers and 
spikes of steel through their cheeks, and gashed their 
breasts with knives and swords. He watched the effect 
of it on the Khedive; but Ismail had seen all this be- 
fore, and he took it in the stride. This was not sufficient 

Sadik racked his brain to think who in the palace 
or in official life might be made the scapegoat, upon 
whom the dark spirit in the heart of the Khedive might 
be turned. His mean, colourless eyes wandered inquir- 
ingly over the crowd, as the mad dervishes, half-naked, 
some with masses of dishevelled hair, some with no hair 
at all, bleached, haggard, moaning and shrieking, threw 
themselves to the ground on the matting, while atten- 
dants pulled off their slippers and placed them under 
their heads, which lay face downwards. ' At last Sadik's 
eyes were arrested by a group of ten dervishes, among 
them one short in stature and very slight, whose gestures 
were not so excited as those of his fellows. He also 
saw that one or two of the dervishes watched the slight 
man covertly. 
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Five of the little group suddenly threw themselves 

upon the matting, adding their bodies to the highway 

of bones and flesh. Then another and another did the 

Same, leaving three who, with the little man, made a 

fanatical chorus. Now the three near the little man 

began to cut themselves with steel and knives, and one 

Set Are to his jibbeh and began to chew the flames. 

Yet the faces of all three were turned towards the little 

man, who did no more than shriek and gesticulate and 

sway his body wildly up and down. He was tanned and 

ragged and bearded and thin, and there was a weird 

brilliance in his eyes, which watched his companions 

closely. 

So fierce and frenzied were the actions of those with 
him, that the attention of the Khedive was drawn; and 
Sadik, looking at his master, saw that his eyes also were 
intently flxed on the little man. At that instant the 
little man himself caught the eye of the Khedive, and 
Ismail involuntarily dropped a hand upon his sword, for 
some gesture of this dervish, some familiar turn of his 
body, startled him. Where had he seen the gesture be- 
fore? Who was this pilgrim who did not cut and wound 
himself like his companions? Suddenly the three mad 
dervishes waved their hands towards the matting and 
shrieked something into his ear. The little man's eyes 
shot a look at the Khedive. Ismail's ferret eye fastened 
on him, and a quick fear as of assassination, crossed his 
face as the small dervish ran forward with the other 
three to the lane of human flesh, where there was still 
a gap to be filled, and the cry rose up that the Sheikh 
of the Ddsah had left his tent and was about to begin 
bis direful ride, 
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Sadik the Mouffetish saw the Khedive's face, and 
suddenly said in his ear: "Shall my slave seize him, 
Highness whom God preserve?" 

The Khedive did not reply, for at that moment he 
recognised the dervish; and now he understood that 
Dicky Donovan had made the pilgrimage to Mecca with 
the Mahmal caravan; that an infidel had desecrated the 
holy city; and that his Englishman bad lied to him. 
His first impulse was to have Dicky seized and cast to 
the crowd, to be torn to pieces. Dicky's eyes met his 
without wavering — a desperate yet resolute look — and 
Ismail knew that the Httle man would sell his life dearly, 
if he had but half a chance. He also saw in Dicky's 
eyes the old honesty, the fearless straightforwardness — 
and an appeal too, not humble, but still eager and down- 
right Ismail's fury was great, for the blue devils had 
him by the heels that day; but on the instant he saw 
the eyes of Sadik the Mouffetish, and their cunning, 
cruelty and soulless depravity, their present search for a 
victim to his master's bad temper, acted at once on 
Ismail's sense of humour. He saw that Sadik half sus- 
pected something, he saw that Dicky's three companions 
suspected, and his mind was made up on the instant — 
things should take their course: he would not interfere. 
He looked Dicky squarely in the face, and Dicky knew 
that the Khedive's glance said as plainly as words: 

"Fool of an Englishman, go on! I will not kill you, 
but I will not save you. The game is in your hands 
alone. You can only avert suspicion by letting the Sheikh 
of the D6sah make a bridge of your back. Mecca is a 
jest you must pay for." 

With the wild cry of a dervish fanatic Dicky threw 
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himself down, his head on his arms, and the vengeful 
three threw themselves down beside him. The attendants 
pulled off their slippers and thrust them under their 
faces, and now the sdis of the Sheikh ran over their 
bodies lightly, calling out for all to lie still — the Sheikh 
was coming on his horse. 

Dicky weighed his chances with a little shrinking, 
but with no fear: he had been in imminent danger for 
four long months, he was Httle likely to give way now. 
The three men lying beside him had only suspected 
him for the last three days, and during that time they 
had never let him out of their sight What had roused 
their suspicion he did not know; probably a hesitation 
concerning some Arab custom or the pronunciation of 
some Arab word — the timbre of the Arab voice was 
rougher and heavier. There had been no chance of 
escape during these three days, for his three friends 
had never left his side, and now they were beside him. 
His chances were not brilliant If he escaped from the 
iron hoofs of the Sheikh's horse, if the weight did not 
crush the life out of his small body, there was a fair 
chance; for to escape unhurt from the Ddsah is to prove 
yourself for ever a good Mussulman, who has undergone 
the final test and is saved evermore by the promise of 
the Prophet But even if he escaped unhurt, and the 
suspicions of his comrades were allayed, what would the 
Khedive do? The Khedive had recognised him, and 
had done nothing — so far. Yet Ismail, the chief Mussul- 
man in Egypt, should have thrown him like a rat to the 
terriers! Wliy he had acted otherwise he was not cer- 
tain: perhaps to avoid a horrible sensation at the Ddsah 
and the outcry of the newspapers of Europe; perhaps tQ 
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have him assassinated privately; perhaps, after all, to 
pardon him. Yet this last alternative was not reason- 
able, save from the standpoint that Ismail had no re- 
ligion at alL 

Whatever it was to be, his fate would soon come, 
and in any case he had done what only one European 
before him had done: he had penetrated to the tomb 
of Mahomet at Mecca. Whatever should come, he had 
crowded into his short life a thousand unusual and in- 
teresting things. His inveterate curiosity had served him 
well, and he had paid fairiy for the candles of his game. 
He was ready. 

Low moans came to his ears. He could hear the 
treading hoofs of the Sheikh's horse. Nearer and nearer 
the frightened animal came; the shout of those who led 
the horse was in his ears: "Lie dose and still. Oh 
brothers of giants!" he heard the ribs of a man but two 
from his break, — he heard the gurgle in the throat of 
another into whose neck the horse's hoof had sunk. He 
braced himself and drew his breast close to the groimd 

He could hear now the heavy breathing of the 
Sheikh of the Ddsah, who, to strengthen himself for his 
ride, had taken a heavy dose of hashish. The toe of 
the Arab leading the horse touched his head, then a 
hoof was on him — between the shoulders, pressing — 
pressing down, the iron crushing into the flesh — down 
— down — down, till his eyes seemed to fill with blood. 
Then another hoof — and this would crush the life out 
of him. He gasped and nerved himself. The iron shoe 
came down, slipped a Httle, grazed his side roughly, and 
sank between himself and the dervish next him, who 
had shrunk away at the last moment 
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A mad act; for the horse stumbled, and in recover- 
ing himself plunged forward heavily. Dicky expected 
the hind hoofs to crush down on his back or neck, and 
drew in his breath; but the horse, excited by the cries 
of the people, drove dear of him, and the hind hoofs 
fell with a sickening thud on the back and neck of the 
dervish who had been the cause of the disaster. 

Dicky lay still for a moment to get his breath, then 
sprang to his feet lightly, cast a swift glance of triumph 
towards the Khedive, and turned to the dervishes who 
had lain beside him. The man who had shrunk away 
from the horse's hoofs was dead, the one on the other 
side was badly wounded, and the last, bruised and 
dazed, got slowly to his. feet 

"God is great," said Dicky to him: "I have no hurt, 
Mahommed." 

"It is the will of God. Extolled be Him who created 
thee!" answered the dervish, all suspicion gone, and ad- 
miration in his eyes, as Dicky cried his Aiiah Kirim — 
"God is bountiful!" 

A kavass touched Dicky on the arm. 

"His Highness would speak with you," he said. 

Dicky gladly turned his back on the long lane of 
frantic immolation and the sight of the wounded and 
dead being carried away. Coming over to the Khedive 
he salaamed, and kneeling on the ground touched the 
toe of Ismail's boot with his forehead. 

Ismail smiled, and his eyes dropped with satisfaction 
upon the prostrate Dicky. Never before had an Eng- 
lishman done this, and that Dicky of all Englishmen 
should do it gave him an ironical pleasure which chased 
his black humour away. 

Donovan Pasha* V^ 
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"It is written that the true believer shall come un- 
scathed from the hoofs of the horse. Thou hast no hurt; 
Mahommed?" 

"None, Highness, whose life God preserve," said 
Dicky in faultless Arabic, with the eyes of Sadik upon 
him searching his mystery. 

"May the dogs bite the heart of thine enemies! 
What is thy name?" said Ismail. 

"Rekab, so God wills, Highness." 

"Thine occupation?" 

"I am a poor scribe. Highness," answered Dicky 
with a dangerous humour, though he had seen a look 
in the Khedive's face which boded only safety. 

"I have need of scribes. Gtt you to the Palace oi 
Abdin, and wait upon me at sunset after prayers," said 
Ismail. 

"I am the slave of your Highness. Peace be o^ 
thee. Oh Prince of the Faithful !"• 

"A moment, Mahommed. Hast thou wife or child? 

"None, Highness." 

"Nor kith nor kin?" Ismail's smile was grim. 

"They be far away, beyond the blessed rule of you 
Highness." 

"Thou wilt .desire to return to them. How long wil 
thou serve me?" asked Ismail slowly. 

"Till the two Karadh-gatherers return," answere 
Dicky, quoting the old Arabic sa)dng which means fot^ 
ever, since the two Karadh-gatherers who went to gather^ 
the fruit of the sant and the leaves of the selem never" 
returned. 

"So be it," said the Khedive, and, rising, waved 
Dicky away. "At sunset." 



\ 
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"At sunset after prayers, Highness," answered Dicky, 
and was instantly lost in the throng which now crowded 
Upon the tent tp see the Sheikh of the Ddsah arrive to 
make obeisance to Ismail. 

That night at sunset, Dicky, once more clothed and 
shaven and well appointed, but bronzed and weather- 
beaten, was shown into the presence of the Khedive, 
^hose face showed neither pleasure nor displeasure. 

"You have returned from your kith and kin in Eng- 
and?" said Ismail, with malicious irony. 

"I have no excuses, Highness. I have done what I 
«t out to do." 

*'If I had given you to death as an infidel who had 
iefiled the holy tomb and the sacred dty " 

"Your Highness would have lost a faithful servant," 
inswered Dicky. "I took my chances." 

"Even now it would be easy to furnish — accidents 
or you." 

"But not wise. Highness, till my story is told." 

"Sadik Pasha suspects you." 

"I suspect Sadik Pasha," answered Dicky. 

"Of what?" said Ismail, starting. "He is true to me 
—Sadik is true to me?" he urged, with a shudder; for 
f Sadik was false in this crisis, with Europe clamouring 
or the payment of debts and for reforms, where should 
le look for faithful knavery? 

"He will desert your Highness in the last ditch. Let 
ne tell your Highness the truth, in return for saving my 
ife. Your only salvation lies in giving up to the cre- 
iitors of Egypt your own wealth, and Sadik's, which is 
wice your own," 

10"* 
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"Sadik will not give it up." 
"Is not Ismail the Khedive master in Egypt?'* 
"Sit down and smoke," said Ismail eagerly, hand 
Dicky a cigarette. 

When Dicky left the Khedive at midnight, he thou 
he saw a better day dawning for Egypt He felt ; 
that he had done the land a good turn in trying 
break the shameless contract between Ismail and Sa 
the Mouffetish; and he had the Khedive's promise 1 
it should be broken, given as Ismail pinned on his br< 
the Order of the Mejidieh. 

He was not, however, prepared to hear of the ar 
of the Mouffetish before another sunset, and then of 
hugger-mugger death, of which the world talks to 
day; though the manner of it is only known to a i 
and to them it is an ugly memory. 



ALL THE WORLD'S MAD. 

I. 

- * 

Up to thirty-two years of age David Hyam, of the 
village of Fraiiiley, in Staffordshire, was not a man of 
surprises. With enough of this world's goods to give 
him comfort of body and suave gravity of manner, the 
figure he cut was becoming to his Quaker origin and 
profession. No one suspected the dynamic possibilities 
of his nature till a momentous day in August, in the 
middle Victorian period, when news from Bristol came 
that an uncle in chocolate had died and left him the 
third of a large fortune, without condition or proviso. 

This was of a Friday, and on the Saturday following 
David did his first startling act: he offered marriage 
to Faith Marlowe, the only Quaker girl in Framley- 
who had ever dared to discard the poke bonnet even 
for a day, and who had been publicly reproved for 
laughing in meeting — for Mistress Faith had a curious, 
albeit demure and suggestive, sense of humour; she 
was, in truth, a kind of sacred minuet in grey. Faith 
had promptly accepted David, at the same time taunt- 
ing him sofUy with the fact that he had recklessly de- 
clared he would never many, even saying profanely that 
upon his word and honour he never would! She re- 



150 DONOVAN PASHA, ETC. 

peated to him what his own mother once replied to his 
audacious worldly protests: 

"If thee say thee will never, never, never do a things 
thee will some day surely do it" 

Then, seeing that David was a bit chagrined, Faitlm^ 
slipped one hand into his, drew him back within th^^ 
door, lifted the shovel hat off his forehead, and whispered-- 
with a coquetry unworthy a Quaker maid: 

"But thee did not say. Friend David, thee would 
never, never, never smite thy friend on both cheeks after 
she had flouted thee." 

Having smitten her on both cheeks, after the manner 
of foolish men, David gravely got him to his home and 
to a sound sleep that night Next morning, the re- 
membrance of the pleasant smiting roused him to an 
outwardly sedate and inwardly vainglorious courage. 
Going with steady steps to the Friends' meeting-house 
at the appointed time, the Spirit moved him, aft^ a 
decorous pause, to announce his intended marriage to 
the prettiest Quaker in Framley, even the maid who had 
diocked the community's sense of decorum and had 
been written down a rebel — though these things he did 
not say. 

From the recesses of her poke bonnet Faith watched 
tiie effect of David's words upon the meeting; but when 
the elders turned and looked at her, as became her 
judges before the Lord, her eyes dropped; also her 
heart thumped so hard she could hear it; and in the 
silence that followed it seemed to beat time to the 
words like the pendulum of a clock, "Fear not — Love 
on! Fear not — Love onl" But the heart beat faster 
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§till, the eyes came up quickly, and the face flushed a 
deep, excited red when David, rising again, said that, 
with the consent of the community — a consent which 
his voice subtly insisted upon — he would take a long 
journey into the Holy Land, into Syria, travelHng to 
Baalbec and Damascus, and even beyond as far as the 
desolate city of Palmyra; and then, afterwards, into 
Egypt, where Joseph and the sons of Israel were captive 
aforetime. He would fain visit the Red Sea, and like- 
wise confer with the Coptic Christians in Egypt, "of 
whom thee and me have read to our comfort," he added 
piously, looking at Friend Fairley, the oldest and hereto- 
fore the richest man in the community. 

Friend Fairley rejoiced now that he had in bygone 
days lent David books to read; but he rejoiced secretly, 
for though his old bookman's heart warmed at the 
thought that he should in good time hear, from one 
who had seen with his own eyes, of the wonders of the 
East, it became him to assume a ponderous placidity — 
for Framley had always been doubtful of his bookish- 
ness and its influence on such as David. They said it 
boded no good; there were those even who called 
Fairley "a new light," that schism in a sect. 

These God-fearing, dull folk were present now, and, 
disapproving of David's choice in marriage, disapproved 
far more of its consequence ; for so they considered the 
projected journey into the tumultuous world and the 
garish Orient In the end, however, an austere approval 
was promised, should the solemn commission of men 
and women appointed to confer with and examine the 
candidates find in their favour — as in this case they 
would certainly do; for thirty thousand pounds bulked 
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potently even in this community of unworldly foIk| |" 
though smacking somewhat of the world, the flesh and 
the devil. 

If David, however, would stand to the shovel hat# 
and if Faith would be faithful forever to the polc^ 
bonnet and grey doth, all might yet be well. At th^ 
same time, they considered that Friend David's min^ 
was distracted by the things of this world, and the)^ 
reasoned with the Lord in prayer upon the point it^- 
David's presence. 

In worldly but religiously controlled dudgeon DaviA- 
left the meeting-house, and inside the door of Faith's^ 
cottage said to his own mother and to hers some bitter^ 
and uh-Quakerlike things against the stupid world— for 
to him as yet the world was Framley, though he would 
soon mend o' that. 

When he had done speaking against "the mad wits 
that would no see," Faith laid her cool fingers on his 
arm and said, with a demure humour, "All the world's 
mad but thee and me, David — and thee's a bit mad!" 

So pleased was David's mother with this speech that 
then and there she was reconciled to Faith's rebellious 
instincts, and saw safety for her son in the hands of the 
quaint, clear-minded daughter of her old friend and kins- 
woman, Mercy Marlowe. 

II. 

Within three months David and Faith had seen the 
hills of Moab from the top of the Mount of Olives; 
watched the sun go down over the Sea of Galilee; 
plucked green boughs from the ced^s QU Lebanon ; 
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broken into placid exclamations of delight in the wild 
orchard of nectarine blossoms by the lofty ruins of 
3aalbec; walked in that street called Straight at Damas- 
cus; journeyed through the desert with a caravan to 
Palmyra when the Druses were up; and, at last, looked 
upon the spot where Hved that Pharaoh who knew not 
Joseph. 

In this land they stayed; and even now far up the 
^ile you will hear of the Two Strange People who tra- 
"velled the river even to Dongola and some way back — 
for a long time, only some way back. In particular you 
"will hear of them from an old dragoman called Ma- 
lommed Ramadan Saggara, and a white-haired jeweller 
of Assiout, called Abdul Huseyn. 

These two men still tell the tale of the two mad 
^English folk with faces like no English people ever seen 
in Egypt, who refused protection in their travels, but 
'went fearlessly among the Arabs everywhere, to do good 
and fear not The Quaker hat and saddened drab 
worked upon the Arab mind to advantage. 

In Egypt, David and Faith found their pious mis- 
sion—though historians have since called it "whimsical 
and impractical:" David's to import the great Syrian 
donkey, which was to banish the shame of grossly 
burdening the small donkey of the land of Pharaoh; 
and Faith's to build schools where English should be 
taught, to exclude "that language of Belial," as David 
called French. When their schemes came home to 
Framley, with an order on David's bankers for ten thou-r 
sand pounds, grey-garbed consternation walked abroad, 
and in meeting the following First Day no one prayed 
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or spoke for an hour or more. At last, however, Friend 
Fairley rose in his place and said: 

"The Lord shall deliver the heathen into their 
hands." 

Then the spirit moved freely and severely among 
them all, and Friend Fairley was^ as he said himself, 
"crowded upon the rails by the yearlings of the. flock." 
For he alone of all Framley believed that David and 
Faith had not thrown away the Quaker drab, the shovel 
hat and the poke bonnet, and gone forth fashionable, 
worldly and an hungered, among the fleshpots of Egypt 
There was talk of gilded palaces, Saracenic splendours 
and dark suggestions from the Arabian Nights. 

Still, the ten thousand pounds went to David and 
Faith where they smilingly laboured through the time of 
High Nile and Low Nile, and khamsin and sirocco and 
cholera, and, worse than all, the banishments to the hot 
Siberia of Fazougli. 

But Mahommed Ramadan Saggar babbles yet of the 
time when, for one day, David threw away his shovel 
hat; and Abdul Husey, the jeweller, tells how, on the 
same day, the Sitt — that is. Faith — bought of him a 
ring of turquoises and put it on her finger with a curious 
smile. 

That day David and Faith, the one in a pith helmet, 
the other with a turquoise ring oi\ her left hand, went 
to dine with Kahoum Pasha, the Armenian Governor of 
the province, a man of varied talents, not least of which 
was deceit of an artistic kind. For, being, an Armenian, 
he said he was a true Christian, and David believed 
him, though Faith did not; and being an Oriental, he 
said he told the truth; and again David believed him, 
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though Faith did not. He had a red beard, an eye 
that glinted red also, and fat, smooth fingers which 
^ept playing with a string of beads as though it were a 
J*osary. 

As hard as he worked to destroy the Quaker in 
David, she worked against him; and she did not fear 
-he end, for she believed in David Hyam of Framley. 
tt was Kahoum Pasha's influence, persistently and 
adroitly used for two years, which made Friend David 
at last put aside for this one day his Quaker hat And 
the Pasha rejoiced; fpr, knowing human nature after a 
fashion, he tmderstood that when you throw the outer 
sign away — the sign to you since your birth, like the 
fingers of your hand — the inner grace begins decadence 
and in due time disappears. 

Kahoum Pasha had awaited this with Oriental 
patience, for he was sure that if David gave way in one 
thing he would give way in aU — and with a rush, some 
day. Now, at last, he had got David and Faith to dine 
wiih him; he had his meshes of deceit around them. 

When they came to dinner Kahoum Pasha saw the 
turquoise ring upon the finger of Friend Faith, and this 
startled him and pleased him. Here, he knew, was his 
greatest enemy where David was concerned, and yet 
this pretty Saint Elizabeth was wearing a fine turquoise 
ring with a poke bonnet, in a very worldly fashion. He 
almost rubbed his eyes, it was so hard to believe; for 
time and again he had offered antichi in bracelets, rings 
and scarabs, and fine cottons from Beni-Mazar; and 
bad been promptly and firmly told that the Friends wore 
QO jewellery nor gay attire. Kahoum Pasha, being a 
Christian — after the Armenian fashion — then desired tg 
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leam of this strange religion, that his own nature might 
be bettered, for, alas! snares for the soul are many in 
the Orient For this Faith had quietly but firmly 
referred him to David. 

Then he had tried another tack: he had thrown in 
his interest with her first school in his mudirieh; he got 
her Arab teachers from Cairo who could speak English; 
he opened the large schoolhouse himself with great cere- 
mony, and with many kavasses in blue and gold. He 
said to himself that you never could tell what would 
happen in this world, and it was well to wait, and to 
watch the approach of that good angel Opportunity. 

With all his devices, however, he could not quite 
understand Faith, and he walked warily, lest through 
his lack of understanding he should, by some mischance^ 
coitie suddenly upon a reef, and his plans go shipwreck. 
Yet all the time he laughed in his sleeve, for he foresaw 
the day when all this money the Two Strange People 
were spending in his mudirieh should become his own. 
If he could not get theit goods and estates peaceably, 
riots were so easy to arrange; he had arranged them 
before. Then, when the Two Strange People had been 
struck with panic, the S)rriam donkey-market, and the 
five hundred feddans of American cotton, and the new 
schools would be his for a song — or a curse* 

When he saw the turquoise ring on the finger of 
the little Quaker lady he fancied he could almost hear 
the accompaniment of the song. He tore away tender 
portions of roasted lamb with his fingers, and crammed 
them into his mouth, rejoicing* With the same greasy 
fingers he put upon Faith's plate a stuffed cuoimber, 
and would have added a clammy sweet and a tumbler 
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of sickly sherbet at the same moment; but Faith ate 
nothing save a cake of dourha bread, and drank only a 
cup of coffee. 

Meanwhile, Kahoum Pasha talked of the school, of 
the donkey-market, the monopoly of which the Khedive 
had granted David; and of the new prosperous era 
openiiig Up in Egypt, due to the cotton David had intro- 
duced as an experiment. David's heart waxed proud 
within him that he had walked out of Framley to the 
regeneration of a country. He likened himself to Joseph, 
son of Jacob; and at once the fineness of his first pur- 
poses became blunted. 

As Kahotun Pasha talked on, of schools, of taxes, of 
laws, of government, to David, with no hat on — Samson 
without his hait — ^Faith's mind was working as it had 
never worked before. She realised what a prodigious 
liar Kahoum Pa^a was; for, talking benignly of equitable 
administration as he did, she recalled the dark stories 
she had heard of rapine and cruel imprisonment in this 
same mudirieh. 

Suddenly Kahoum Pasha saw the dark -blue eyes 
fastened upon his face with a curious intentness, a 
strange questioning; and the blue of the turquoise on 
the hand folded . over the other in the grey lap did not 
quite reassure him. He stepped talking, and spoke in 
a low voice to his kavass, who presently brought a bottle 
of champagne — a final proof that Kaiioum Pasha was 
not an ascetic or a Turk. As the bottle was being 
opened the Pasha took up his string of beads and began 
to finger them, for the blue eyes in the poke bonnet 
were disconcerting. He was about to speak when Faith 
said, in a clear voice: 
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"Thee has a strang6 people beneath thee. Thee 
rules by the sword, or the word of peace, friend?" 

The fat, smooth hands fingered the beads swiftly. 
Kahoum Pasha was disturbed, as he proved by replying 
in French — he had spent years of his youth in France: 

''Par la force morale, toujours, madatne — by moral 
force, always," he hastened to add in English. Then, 
casting down his eyes with truly Armenian modesty, 
he continued in Arabic: "By the word of peace, oh, 
woman of the clear eyes — to whom God give length, of 
days!" 

Kahoum Pasha smiled a greasy smile, and held the 
bottle of champagne over the glass set for Friend 
David. 

Never in his hfe had David the Quaker tasted cham- 
pagne. In his eyes, in the eyes of Framley, it had 
been the brew especially prepared by Sheitan to tempt 
to ruin the feeble ones of the earth. But the doublet 
of David's mind was all unbraced now; his hat was off, 
his Quaker drab was spotted with the grease of a 
roasted lamb. He had tasted freedom; he was near to 
licence now. 

He took his hand from the top of the glass, and the 
amber liquid and the froth poured in. At that instant 
he saw Faith's eyes upon his, he saw her hand go to 
the poke bonnet, as it were to unloosen the strings. He 
saw for the first time the turquoise ring; he saw the 
eyes of Kahoum Pasha on Faith with a look prophesying 
several kinds of triumph, none palatable to him; and he 
stopped short on that road easy of gradient, which 
Kahoum Pasha was macadamising for him. He put his 
hand up as though to pull his hat down over his eyes, 
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IS was his fashion when troubled or when he was setting 
lis. mind to a task. 

The hat was not there; but Faith's eyes were on his, 
md there were a hundred Quaker hats or Cardinals* 
lats in them. He reached out quickly and caught 
[^aith's hand as it undid the strings of her grey 
sonnet 

"Will thee be mad, Faith?" 

"All the world's mad but thee and me, David, and 
;hee's a bit mad," she answered in the tongue of 
Framley. 

"The gaud upon thy hand?" he asked sternly; .and 
lis eyes flashed from her to Kahoum Pasha, for a hor- 
rible suspicion crept into his brain — a shameless sus- 
picion; but even a Quaker may be human and foolish, 
IS history has shown. 

"The wine at thine elbow, David, and thine hat!" 
she answered steadily. 

David, the friend of peace, was bitterly angry. He 
caught up the glass of champagne and dashed it upon 
the fine prayer-rug which Kahoum Pasha had, with a 
kourbash, collected for taxes from a Greek merchant 
back firom Tiflis — the rug worth five hundred English 
pounds, the taxes but twenty Turkish pounds. 

"Thee is a villain, friend," he said to Kahoum Pasha 
in, a voice like a noise in a barrel; "I read thee as a 
book." 

"Through the eyes of your wife, effendi; she read 
me first — we understand each other!" answered the 
Governor with a hateful smile, knowing the end of one 
game was at hand, and instantly beginning another with 
an intelligent malice. 



I 
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Against all Quaker principles David's sinful am 
lifted to strike, but Faith's hand prevented him, 
Kahoum Pasha motioned back the Abyssinian s 
who had sprung forward menacingly from behi 
screen. 

Faith led the outraged David, hatless, into the s 

m. 

That evening the Two Strange People went to A 
Huseyn, the jeweller, and talked with him for more 
an hour; for Abdul Huseyn, as Egyptians go, \ 
kindly man. He had taught Arabic to David and 1 
He would have asked more than twelve pieces of 
to betray them. 

The next afternoon a riot occurred around the 1 
of the Two Strange People and the school they 
built; and Kahoum Pasha would have had his sp 
them, and his will of the donkey-market, the s( 
and the cotton-fields, but for Abdul Huseyn and 
Sheikhs, friends of his — at a price — ^who addresse< 
crowd and quieted them. They declared that the 
were mad folk with whom even the English folk \ 
have naught to do; that they were of those from ^ 
God had taken the souls, leaving their foolish b 
on earth, and were therefore to be cared for 
protected, as the Koran said, be they infidel o; 
Faithful. 

Furthermore, said Abdul Huseyn, in proof of 
madness and a certain sort of holiness, they wore 
always, as Arabs wore their turbans, and were as 
good Mahommedans as could be, sitting down to \ 
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^i standing up to pray. He also added that they 
could not be enemies of the Faithful, or a Christian 
Mudir would not have turned against them. And Abdul 
Huseyn prevailed against Kahoum Pasha — at a price; 
for Faith, seeing no need for martyrdom, had not hesi- 
tated to open her purse. 

Three days afterward, David, with Abdul Huseyn, 
went to the Palace of the Khedive at Cairo, and within 
a week Kahoum Pasha was on his way to Fazougli, the 
hot Siberia. For the rage of the Khedive was great 
when he heard what David and Abdul Huseyn told him 
of the murderous riot Kahoum Pasha had planned, 
^avid being an honest Quaker — for now again he wore 
his shovel hat — did not realise that the Khedive had 
only hungered for this chance to confiscate the goods of 
Kahoum Pasha. Was it not justice to take for the 
chosen ruler of the Faithful the goods an Armenian 
Christian had stolen from the poor? Before David left 
the Palace the Khedive gave him the Order of the 
Mejidteh, in token of what he had done for Egypt 

In the end, however, David took three things only 
out of Egypt: his wife, the Order of the Mejidieh, and 
Kahoum Pasha's pardon, which he strove for as hard as 
he had striven for his punishment, when he came to 
know the Khedive had sent the Mudir to Fazougli 
merely that he might despoil him. He only achieved 
this at last, again on the advice of Abdul Huseyn, by 
giving the Khedive as backsheesh the Syrian donkey- 
market, the five hundred feddans of cotton, and Faith's 
new school. Then, believing in no one in Egypt any 
more, he himself went with an armed escort and his 
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Quaker hat, and the Order of the Khedive, to FazoiigU, 
and brought Kahoum Pasha penniless to Cairo. 

Nowadays, on the mastaba before his grandson's 
door, Abdul Huseyn, over ninety "by the grace of 
Allah,'' still tells of the backsheesh he secured from the 
Two Strange People for his help on a certain day. 

In Framley, where the whole truth never came, 
David and Faith occasionally take from a secret drawer 
the Order of the Mejidteh to look at it, and, as David 
says, to "learn the lesson of Egypt once again." Having 
learned it to some purpose — and to the lifelong edifica- 
tion of old Friend Fairley, the only one who knew the 
whole truth — they founded three great schools for 
Quaker children. They were wont to say to each other, 
as the hurrying world made inroads on the strict Quaker 
life to which they had returned: "All the world's mad 
but thee and me, and thee's a bit mad." 
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THE MAN AT THE WHEEL. 

Wyndham Bimbashi's career in Egypt had been a 
series of mistakes. In the fii'st place he was opinionated, 
in the second place he never seemed to have any luck; 
and, worst of all, he had a little habit of doing grave 
things on his own lightsome responsibility. This last 
quality was natural to him, but he added to it a 
supreme contempt for the native mind and an un- 
healthy scorn of the native official. He had not that 
rare quality, constantly found among his fellow country- 
men, of working the native up through his own me- 
dium, as it were, through his own customs and pre- 
dispositions, to the soundness of Western methods of 
government Therefore, in due time he made some 
dangerous mistakes. 

By virtue of certain high-handed actions he was the 
cause of several riots in native villages, and he had 
himself been attacked at more than one village as he 
rode between the fields of sugar-cane. On these occa- 
sions he had behaved very well — certainly no one could 
possibly doubt his bravery; but that was a small offset 
to the fact that his wani; of tact and his overbearing 

II* 
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manner had been the means of turning a certain trib 
of Arabs loose upon the country, raiding and killing. 

But he could not, or would not, see his own vair»^ 
stupidity. The climax came in a foolish sortie against^ 
the Arab tribe he had offended. In that unauthorised^ 
milee, in covert disobedience to a general order not t(^ 
attack, unless at advantage — for the Gippies under him_ 
were raw levies — his troop was diminished by half; and,, 
cut off from the Nile by a flank movement of the Arabs, 
he was obliged to retreat and take refuge in the well- 
fortified and walled house, which had previously been a^ 
Coptic monastery. 

Here, at last, the truth came home to Wyndham 
Bimbashi. He realised that though in his six years' 
residence in the land he had acquired a command o: 
Arabic equal to that of others who had been in the 
country twice that time, he had acquired little else. He 
awoke to the fact that in his cocksure schemes for the 
civil and military life of Egypt, there was not one 
element of sound sense; that he had been all along an 
egregious failure. It did not come home to him with 
clear, accurate conviction — his brain was not a first-rate 
medium for illumination; but the facts struck him now 
with a blind sort of force; and he accepted the blank 
sensation of failure. Also, he read in the faces of 
those round him an alien spirit, a chasm of black mis- 
imderstanding which his knowledge of Arabic could 
never bridge over. 

Here he was, shut up with Gippies who had no real 
faith in him, in the house of a Sheikh whose servants 
would cut his throat on no provocation at all; and not 
^ eighth of a mile away was a hor4e of Arabs — a 
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^cle of death through which it was impossible to break 
^th the men in his command. They must all die here, 
tf they were not relieved. 

Tlie nearest garrison was at Kerbat, sixty miles away, 
Where five hundred men were stationed. Now that his 
cup of mistakes was full, Wyndham Bimbashi would 
willingly have made the attempt to carry word to the 
garrison there. But he had no right to leave his post.. 
He called for a volunteer. No man responded. Panic 
was upon the Gippies. Though Wyndham's heart 
sickened within him, his Hps did not frame a word of 
reproach; but a blush of shame came into his face, and 
crept up to his eyes, dimming them. For there flashed 
through his mind what men at Home would think of 
him when this thing, such an end to his whole career, 
was known. As he stood still, upright and confounded, 
someone touched his arm. 

It was Hassan, his Soudanese servant Hassan was 
the one person in Egypt who thoroughly beheved in him. 
W3aidham was as a god to Hassan, though this same 
god had given him a taste of a belt more than once. 
Hassan had not resented the belt, though once, in a 
moment of affectionate confidence, he had said to Wynd- 
ham that when his master got old and died he would 
be the servant of an American or a missionary, "who na 
whack Mahommed." 

It was Hassan who now volunteered to carry word 
to the garrison at Kerbat 

"If I no carry, you whack me with belt, pasha," 
said Hassan, whose logic and reason were like his 
master's, neither better nor worse. 

"If you do, you shall have fifty pounds — and the 
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missionary," answered Wyndliam his eyes still clouc^J^ 
and his voice thick; for it touched him in a tender ner^^^ 
that this one Soudanese boy should believe in him ai»^ 
do for him what he would give much to do for the m^ti 
under him. For his own life he did not care, his con- 
fusion and shame were too great 

He watched Hassan steal out into the white brilliance 
of the night 

"Mind you keep a whole skin, Hassan," he said, as 
the slim lad with the white teeth, oily hair, and legs 
like ivory, stole along the wall, to drop presently on his 
belly and make for some palm-trees a hundred yards 
away. 

The minutes went by in silence; an hour went by; 
the whole night went by; Hassan had got beyond the 
circle of trenchant steel. 

They must now abide Hassan's fate; but another 
peril was upon them. There was not a goolah of water 
within the walls! 

It was the time of low Nile when all the land is 
baked like a crust of bread, when the creaking of the 
shadoofs and the singing croak of the sakkia are heard 
the night long like untiring crickets with throats of 
frogs. It was the time succeeding the khamsin, when 
the skin dries like slaked lime and the face is for ever 
powdered with dust; and the fellaheen, in the slavery 
of superstition, strain their eyes day and night for the 
Sacred Drop, which tells that the flood is flowing fast 
from the hills of Abyssinia. 

It was like the Egyptian that nothing should be said 
to Wyndham about the dearth of water until it was all 
gone. The house of the Sheikh, and its garden, where 
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*^ere a pool and fountain, were supplied from the great 
Persian wheel at the waterside. On this particular sakkia 
had been wont to sit all day a patient fellah, driving 
the blindfolded buffaloes in their turn. It was like the 
patient fellah, when the Arabs, in pursuit of Wyndham 
and his Gippies, suddenly cut in between him and the 
house, to deliver himself over to the conqueror, with his 
hand upon his head in sign of obedience. 

It was also Hke the gentle Egyptian that he eagerly 
showed the besiegers how the water could be cut off 
from the house by dropping one of the sluice-gates; 
virhile, opening another, all the land around the Arab 
encampments might be well watered, the pools well 
filled, and the grass kept green for horses and camels. 
This was the reason that Wyndham Bimbashi and his 
Gippies, and the Sheikh and his household, faced the 
fact, the morning after Hassan left, that there was 
scarce a goolah of water for a hundred burning 
throats. Wyndham understood now why the Arabs sat 
down and waited, that torture might be added to the 
oncoming death of the Englishman, his natives, and the 
"firiendlies." 

All that day terror and ghastly hate hung like a 
miasma over the besieged house and garden. Fifty 
eyes hungered for the blood of Wyndham Bimbashi; 
not because he was W3nidham Bimbashi, but because 
the heathen in these men cried out for sacrifice; and 
what so agreeable a sacrifice as the Englishman who 
had led them into this disaster and would die so well 
— ^had they ever seen an Englishman who did not die 
weU? 

Wyndham was quiet and watchful, and he cudgelled 
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his bullet-head, and looked down his long nose in 
meditation all the day, while his tongue became diy 
and thick, and his throat seemed to crack like roasting 
leather. At length he worked the problem out. Then 
he took action. 

He summoned his troop before him, and said 
briefly: 

"Men, we must have water. The question is, who 
is going to steal out to the sakkia to-night, to shut the 
one sluice and open the other?" 

No one replied. No one understood quite what 
Wyndham meant. Shutting one sluice and opening 
the other did not seem to meet the situation. There 
was the danger of getting to the sakkia, but there was 
also an after. Would it be possible to shut one sluice 
and open the other without this man at the wheel 
knowing? Suppose you killed the man at the wheel — 
what then? 

The Gippies and the friendlies scowled, but did not 
speak. The Bimbashi was responsible for all; he was 
an Englishman, let him get water for them, or die like 
the rest of them — ^perhaps before them! 

Wyndham could not travel the sinuosities of their 
minds, and it would not have affected his purposes if 
he could have done so. When no man replied, he 
simply said: 

"All right, men. You shall have water before 
morning. Try and hold out till then." He dismissed 
them. 

For a long time he walked up and down the garden 
,of straggling limes, apparently listless, and smoking 
hard. He reckoned carefully how long it would take 
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Hassan to get to Kerbat, and for relief to come. He 
was fond of his pipe, and he smoked now as if it were 
the thing he most enjoyed in the world. He held the 
bowl in the hollow of his hand almost tenderly. He 
seemed unconscious. of the scowling looks around him. 
At last he sat down on the ledge of the rude fountain, 
with his face towards the Gippies and the Arabs 
squatted on the ground, sotae playing mankalah, others 
sucking dry Hme-leaves, many smoking apathetically. 

One man with the flicker of insanity in his eyes 
suddenly ran forward and threw himself on the ground 
before WyndhauL 

"In the name of God the Compassionate, the Merci- 
ful—water!" he cried. "Water — I am dying, effendi 
whom God preserve I" 

"Nile water is sweet; you shall drink it before 
Dooming, Mahommed," answered Wyndham quietly. 
"God will preserve your life till the Nile water cools 
your throat." 

"Before dawn, Oh effendi?" gasped the Arab. 

"Before dawn, by the mercy of God," answered 
Wyndham; and for the first time in his life he had a 
burst of imagination. The Orient had touched him at 

last 

"Is not the song of the sakkia in thine ear, Ma^- 
bommed?" he said. 

"Turn, O Sakkia, tarn to the right, and turn to the left. 
The Nile floweth by night and the balasses are filled at dawn — 
The maid of the village shall bear to thy bed, the dewy grey 
goolah at dawn, — 

Turn, Sakkia I" 
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Wyndham was learning at last the way to the native 
mind. 

The man rose from his knees. A vision of his home 
in the mirkaz of Minieh passed before him. He stretched 
out his hands, and sang in the vibrating monotone of 
his people: 

"Turn, O Sakkia, turn to the right, and turn to the left: 
Who will take care of me, if my father dies? 
Who will give me water to drink, and the cucumber vine at my 
door — 

Turn, O Sakkia I" 

Then he crept back again to the wall of the house, 
where he huddled between a Berberine playing a dara- 
bukkeh and a man of the Fayoum who chanted the 
fatihah from the Koran. 

Wyndham looked at them all and pondered. "If 
the devils out there would only attack us," he said be- 
tween his teeth, "or if we could only attack them!" he 
added, and he nervously hastened his footsteps; for to 
him this inaction was terrible. "They'd forget their 
thirst if they were fighting," he muttered, and then he 
frowned; for the painful neighing of the horses behind 
the house came to his ear. In desperation he went in- 
side and climbed to the roof, where he could see the 
circle of the enemy. 

It was no use. They were five to one, and his Gip- 
pies were demoralised. It would be a fine bit of pluck 
to try and cut his way through the Arabs to the Nile — 
but how many would reach it? 

No, he had made his full measure of mistakes, he 
would not add to the list. If Hassan got through to 
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Kerbat his Gippies here would no doubt be relieved, 
and there would be no more blood on his head. Re- 
lieved? And when they were relieved, what of himself, 
Wyndham Bimbashi? He knew what men would say 
in Cairo, what men would say at the War Office in 
London town, at "The Bag" — everywhere! He could 
not look his future in the face. He felt that every man 
in Egypt, save himself, had known all along that he was 
a complete failure. 

It did not matter while he himself was not conscious 
of it; but now that the armour-plate of conceit protect- 
ing his honest mind had been torn away on the reefs of 
foolish deeds, it mattered everything. For when his con- 
ceit was peeled away, there was left a crimson cuticle 
of the Wyndham pride. Certainly he could not attack 
the Arabs: he had had his eternal fill of sorties. 

Also he could not wait for the relief party, for his 
Gippies and the friendlies were famishing, dying of thirst 
He prayed for night. How slowly the minutes, the hours 
passed; and how bright was the moon when it rose! 
brighter even than it was when Hassan crept out to steal 
through the Arab lines. 

At midnight, Wyndham stole softly out of a gate in 
the garden wall, and, like Hassan, dropping to the 
ground, crept towards a patch of maize lying between 
^e house and the river. He was dressed like a fellah, 
with the long blue yelek, and a poor wool fez, and 
round the fez was a white doth, as it were to protect 
hi$ mouth from the night air, after the manner of the 
peasant 

The fires of the enemy were dying down, and only 
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here and there Arabs gossiped or drank coffee by the 
embers. At last Wyndham was able to drop into the 
narrow channel, now dry, through which, when the 
sluice was open and the sakkia turned, the water flowed 
to the house. All went well till he was within a hun- 
dred yards of the wheel, though now and again he 
could hear sentries snoring or talking just above him. 
Suddenly he heard breathing an arm's length before 
him, then a figure raised itself and a head turned to- 
wards him. The Arab had been asleep, but his hand 
ran to his knife by instinct — too late, for Wyndham's 
fingers were at his throat, and he had neither time nor 
chance to cry Allah! before the breath lefl him. 

Wyndham crept on. The sound of the sakkia was 
in his ears — the long, creaking, crying song, filling the 
night And now there arose the Song of the Sakkia 
from the man at the wheel: 

"Turn, O Sakkia, turn to the right, and turn to the left; 
The heron feeds by the water side — shall I starve in my onion- 
field! 
Shall the Lord of the World withhold his tears that water the 
land — 

Turn, O Sakkia I" 

. . . The hard white stars, the cold blue sky, the far- 
off Libyan hills in a gold and opal glow, the smell of 
the desert, the deep swish of the Nile, the Song of the 
daKKia. ... 

Wyndham's heart beat faster, his blood flowed quicker, 
he strangled a sigh in his breast. Here, with death on 
every hand, with immediate and fearful peril before 
him, out of the smell of the desert and the ghostly glow 
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of the Libyan hills there came a memory — the memory 
of a mistake he had made years before with a woman. 
She had never forgiven him for the mistake — he knew 
it at last. He knew that no woman could ever forgive 
the blunder he had made; not a blunder of love but a 
blunder of self-will and an unmanly, unmannerly conceit 
It had nearly wrecked her life: and he only realised it 
now, in the moment of clear-seeing which comes to every 
being once in a lifetime. Well, it was something to have 
seen the mistake at last. 

He had come to the sluice-gate. It was impossible 
to open it without the fellah on the water-wheel seeing 
him. 

There was another way. He crept close and closer 
to the wheel. The breath of the blindfolded buffalo 
was in his face, he drew himself up lightly and quickly 
beside the buffalo — he was making no blunder now. 

Suddenly he leapt from behind the buffalo upon the 
fellah and smothered his mouth in the white cloth he 
had brought. There was a moment's struggle, then, as 
the wheel went slower and slower, and the patient buf- 
falo stopped, Wyndham dropped the gagged, but living, 
fellah into a trench by the sakkia and, calling to the 
buflfalo, slid over swifUy, opened the sluice-gate of the 
channel which fed the house, and closed that leading to 
the Arab encampment 

Then he sat down where the fellah had sat, and the 
sakkia droned its mystic music over the river, the de- 
sert, and the plain. But the buffalo moved slowly — 
the fellah's song had been a spur to its travel, as the 
camel-driver's song is to the caravan in the waste of 
sands. Wyndham hesitated an instant, then, as the 
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first trickle of water entered the garden of the house 
where his Gippies and the friendlies were, his voice rose 
in the Song of the Sakkia: 

*<Tuni, O Sakkia, turn to the rigkt, and turn to the left: 
Who will take care of me, if my father dies? 
Who will give me water to drink , and the cactimber vine at my 
door^— 

Turn, O Sakkia!" 

If he had but one hour longer there would be enough 
water for men and horses for days, twenty jars of water 
pouring all the time! 

Now and again a figure came towards the wheel, but 
not close enough to see that the one sluice-gate had 
been shut and the other opened. A half-hour passed, 
an hour, and then the end came. 

T^^ gagged fellah had managed to free his mouth, 
and though his feet were bound also and he could not 
loose them, he gave a loud call for help. From dyiijg 
fires here and there Arab sentries sprang to their feet 
with rifles and lances. 

Wyndham's work was done. He leapt from the 
sakkia, and ran towards the house. Shot after shot 
was fired at him, lances were thrown, and once an Arab 
barred his way suddenly. He pistolled him and ran: 
on. A lance caught him in the left arm. He tore it 
out and pushed forward. Stooping once, he caught up 
a sword from the ground. When he was within fifly 
yards of the house, four Arabs intercepted him. He 
slashed through, then turned with his pistol and fired 
as he ran quickly towards the now open gate. He was 
within ten yards of it, and had fired his last shot, when 
a bullet crashed through his jaw. 
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A dozen Gippies ran out, dragged him in, and closed 
the gate. 

The last thing Wyndham did before he died in the 
grey of dawn — and this is told of him by the Gippies 
themselves — was to cough up the bullet from his throat, 
and spit it out upon the ground. The Gippies thought 
it a miraculous feat and that he had done it in scorn 
of the Arab foe. 

Before another sunrise and sunset had come, Wynd- 
bam Bimbashi's men were relieved by the garrison of 
ELerbat, after a hard fight 

There are Englishmen in Egypt who still speak 
slightingly of Wyndham Bimbashi, but the British officer 
ivho buried him, hushed a gossiping dinner-party a few 
months ago in Cairo by saying: 

''Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone, 
And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him ; 
Bnt little he'll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where hi& Gippies have laid him.'* 

And he did not apologise for paraphrasing the famous 
ballad. He has shamed Egypt at last into a sort of 
admiration for Wyndham Bimbashi: to the deep satis- 
faction of Hassan, the Soudanese boy, who received his 
fifty pounds, and to this day wears the belt which oncQ 
kept him in the narrow path of duty. 
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I. 

When Donovan Pasha discovered the facts for the 
first time, he found more difficulty in keeping the thing 
to himself than he had ever found with any other 
matter in Egypt He had unearthed one of those para- 
doxes, which make for laughter — and for tears. It 
gave him both; he laughed till he cried. Then he went 
to the Khedivial Club and ordered himself four courses, 
a pint of champagne and a glass of '48 port, his usual 
dinner being one course, double portion, and a pint of 
claret As he sat eating he kept reading a letter over 
and over, and each time he read he grinned — he did 
not smile like a well-behaved man of the world, he did 
not giggle Uke a well-veneered Egyptian back from 
Paris, he chuckled like a cabman, responding to a liberal 
fare and a good joke. A more unconventional httle 
man never lived. Simplicity was his very life, and yet 
he had a gift for following the sinuosities of the Oriental 
mind; he had a quaUty almost clairvoyant, which caipe, 
perhaps, from his Irish forbears. The cross-strain of 
English blood had done him good too; it made him 
punctilious, and kept his impulses within secure bounds. 
It also made him very polite when he was angry, and 
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Very angry when anyone tried to impose upon him, or 
flatter him. 

The letter he read so often was from Kingsley 
Bey, the Englishman, who, coming to Eg3rpt penni- 
less, and leaving estates behind him encumbered 
beyond release, as it would seem, had made a fortune 
and a name in a curious way. For years he had 
done no good for himself, trying his hand at many 
things, — sugar, salt, cotton, cattle, but always just 
failing to succeed, though he came out of his enter- 
prises owing no one. Yet he had held to his belief 
that he would make a fortune, and he allowed his 
estates to become still more encumbered, against the 
advice of his solicitors, who grew more irritable as 
interest increased and rents further dedined. The 
only European in Egypt who shared his own belief in 
himself was Dicky Donovan, Something in the unfail- 
ing good-humour, the buoyant energy, the wide imagina- 
tion of the man seized Dicky, warranted the conviction 
that he would yet make a success. There were reasons 
why sugar, salt, cotton, cattle and other things had 
not done well. Taxes, the coroie, "undue influence" 
in favour of Pashas who could put his water on their 
land without compensation, or unearthed old unpaid 
mortgages on his land, or absorbed his special salt 
concession in the Government monopoly, or suddenly 
put a tax on all horses and cattle not of native breed; 
- — all these and various other imposts, exactions or inter- 
ferences engineered by the wily mamour, the agent of 
the mouffetish, or the intriguing pasha, killed his efforts, 
in spite of labours unbelievable. The venture before 
the last had been sugar > and when he arrived in 

Ponovan Pasha, 12 
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Cairo^ having seen his fields and factories absorbed in 
the Khedive's domains, he had but one ten pounds to 
his name. 

He went to Dicky Donovan and asked the loan of 
a thousand pounds. It took Dicky's breath away. His 
own banking-account seldom saw a thousand-deposit 
Dicky told Kingsley he hadn't got it Kingsley asked 
him to get it — he had credit, could borrow it from the 
bank, from the Khedive himself! The proposal was 
audacious — -Kingsley could offer no security worth 
having. His enthusiasm and courage were so infectious 
however, though his ventures had been so fruitless, that 
Dicky laughed in his face. Kingsley's manner then 
suddenly changed, and he assured Dicky that he would 
receive five thousand pounds for the thousand within a 
year. Now, Dicky knew that Kingsley never made a 
promise to anyone that he did not fulfil. He gave 
Kingsley the thousand pounds. He did more. He went 
to the Khedive with Kingsley's whole case. He spoke 
as he had seldom spoken, and he secured a bond from 
Ismail, which might not be broken. He also secured 
three thousand pounds of the Khedive's borrowings from 
Europe, on Kingsley's promise that it should be returned 
fivefold. 

That was how Kingsley got started in the world 
again, how he went mining in the desert afar, where 
pashas and mamours could not worry him. The secret 
of his success was purely Oriental. He became a slave- 
owner. He built up a city of the desert round him. 
He was its ruler. Slavery gave him steady untaxed 
labour. A rifie-magazine gave him security against ma<- 
rauding tribes^ his caravans were never overpowered j his 
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blades were his own. He had a way with them; they 
thou^t him the greatest man in the world. Now, at 
last, he was rich enough* His mines were worked out, 
too, and the market was not so good; he had supplied 
it too well. Dicky's thousand had brought him five 
thousand, and Ismail's three thousand had become 
fifteen thousand, and another twenty thousand besides. 
For once the Khiedive had found a kind of taxation, of 
which he got the whole proceeds, not divided among 
many as heretofore. He got it ail. He made Kingsley 
a Bey, and gave him immunity from all other imposts 
or taxation. Nothing but an Eg3rptian army could have 
removed him from his desert-city. 

Now, he was coming back, — to-night at ten o'clock 
he would appear at the Khedivial Club, the first time in 
seven years. But this was not all. He was coming 
back to be married as soon as might be. 

This was the thing which convulsed Dicky. 

Upon the Nile at Assiout lived a young English lady, 
whose Hfe was devoted to agitation against slavery in 
Egypt Perhaps the Civil War in America, not so 
many years before, had fired her spirit; perhaps it was 
pious enthusiasm; perhaps it was some altruistic senti- 
ment in her which must find expression; perhaps, as 
people said, she had had a love-affair in England which 
had turned out badly. At anyrate she had come over 
to Eg)rpt with an elderly companion, and, after a short 
stay at the Consulate, had begun the career of the 
evangel. She had now and then created international 
difficulty, and Ismail, tolerant enough, had been tempted 
to compel her to leave the country, but, with a zeal 
which took on an aspect of self-opinionated audacit))^ 

12* 
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she had kept on. Perhaps her beauty helped her oil 
her course — ^perhaps the fact that her superb egotism 
kept her from being timorous, made her career possible. 
In any case, there she was at Assiout, and there she 
had been for years, and no accident had come to her; 
and, during the three months she was at Cairo every 
year, pleading against slavery and the corvie, she in- 
creased steadily the respect in which she was held; 
but she was considered mad as Gordon. So delighted 
had Ismail been with a quiet, personal attack she made 
upon him, that without malice, and with an obtuse and 
impulsive kindness, he sent her the next morning a 
young Circassian slave, as a mark of his esteem, 
begging her through the swelling rhetoric of his mes- 
senger to keep the girl, and more than hinting at her 
value. It stupefied her, and the laughter of Cairo 
added to her momentary embarrassment; but she kept 
the girl, and prepared to send her back to her people. 

The girl said she had no people, and would not go; 
she would stay with "my lady" — she would stay for 
ever with **^my lady." It was confusing, but the girl 
stayed, worshipping the ground "my lady" walked on. 
In vain "my lady" educated her. Out of hearing, she 
proudly told whoever would listen that she was "my 
lad/s slave*" It was an Egyptian paradox; it was in 
line with everything else in the country, part of the 
moral opira bouffe. 

In due course, the lady came to hear of the English 
slave-owner, who ruled the desert-city, and was making 
a great fortune out of the labours of his slaves. The 
desert Arabs who came down the long caravan road, 
jyhite with bleached bones,, to Assiout, told her he hiad 
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a thousand slaves* Against this Englishman her anger 
was great She unceasingly condemned him, and when- 
ever she met Dicky Donovan she delivered her attack 
with dehcate violence. Did Dicky know him? Why 
did not he, in favour with Ismail, and with great in- 
fluence, stop this dreadful and humiliating business? It 
was a disgrace to the English name. How could we 
preach freedom and a higher civilisation to the Egyptians, 
while an Englishman enriched himself and ruled a 
province by slavery? Dicky's invariable reply was that 
we couldn't, and that things weren't moving very much 
towards a higher civilisation in Egypt But he asked 
her if she ever heard of a slave running away from 
Kingsley Bey, or had she ever heard of a case of cruelty 
on his part? Her reply was that he had given slaves 
the kourbash, and had even shot them. Dicky there- 
upon suggested that Kingsley Bey was a government^ 
and that the kourbash was not yet abolished in the 
English navy, for instance; also that men had to be 
shot sometimes* 

At last she had made a direct appeal to Kingsley 
Bey* She sent an embassy to him — only Dicky pre- 
vented her from going herself; he said he would have 
her deported straightway, if she attempted it She 
was not in such deadly earnest that she did not know 
he would keep his word, and that the Consulate could 
not help her— -would have no time to do so. So, she 
confined herself to an elaborate letter, written in ad- 
mirable English and inspired by most noble sentiments. 
The beauty that was in her face was in her letter in 
even a greater degree. It was very adroit, too, very 
ably argued, and the moral appeal w^^s delicate and 



1 82 DONOVAN PASHA, ETC. 

touching, put with an eloquence at once direct and ar- 
resting. The invocation with which the letter ended 
was, as Kingsley Bey afterwards put it, "a pitch of 
poetry and humanity never reached except by a Wagner 
opera.'* 

Kingsley Bey's response to the appeal was a letter to 
the lady, brought by a sarraf, a mamour and six slaves, 
beautifully mounted and armed, saying that he had 
been deeply moved by her appeal, and as a proof of the 
effect of h6r letter, she might free the six slaves of his 
embassy. This she straightway did joyfully, and when 
they said they wished to go to Cairo, she saw them and 
their horses off on the boat with gladness, and she 
shook them each by the hand and prayed Heaven in 
their language to give them long plumes of life and 
happiness. Arrived at Cairo these freemen of Assiout 
did as they had been ordered by Kingsley: found Do- 
novan Pasha, delivered a certain letter to him, and then 
proceeded, also as they had been ordered, to a certain 
place in the city, even to Ismail's stables, to await their 
master's coming. 

This letter was now in Dicky's hand, and his mirth 
was caused by the statement that Kingsley Bey had 
declared that he was coming to marry "my lady" — 
she really was "my lady," the Lady May Harley; that 
he was coming by a different route from "his niggers," 
and would be there the same day. Dicky would find 
him at ten o'clock at the Khedivial Club. 

"My lady" hated slavery — and unconsciously she 
kept a slave; she regarded Kingsley Bey as an enemy 
to civilisation and to Egypt, she detested him as strongly 
as an idealistic nature could and should — and he had 
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set out to marry her, the woman who had bitterly ar- 
raigned him at the bar of her judgment All this play 
was in Dicky's hands for himself to enjoy, in a perfect 
dress rehearsal ere ever one of the Cairene public or 
the English world could pay for admission and take 
their seats. Dicky had in more senses than one got his 
money's worth out of Kingsley Bey. He wished he 
might let the Khedive into the secret at once, for he 
had an opinion of Ismail's sense of humour; had he 
not said that very day in the presence of the French 
Consul, "Shut the window, quick! If the consul 
sneezes, France will demand compensation!" But Dicky 
was satisfied that things should be as they were. He 
looked at the clock — it was five minutes to ten. He 
rose from! the table, and went to the smoking-room. In 
vain it was sought to draw him into the friendly circles 
of gossiping idlers and officials. He took a chair at 
the very end of the room and opposite the door, and 
waited, watching. 

Precisely at ten the door opened and a tall, thin, 
loose-knit figure entered. He glanced quickly round, 
saw Dicky, and swung down the room, nodding to men 
who sprang to their feet to greet him. Some of the 
Egyptians looked darkly at him, but he smiled all round, 
caught at one or two hands thrust out to him, said, 
"Business — business first!" in a deep bass voice, and, 
hastening on, seized both of Dicky's hands in his, then 
his shoulders, and almost roared: "Well, what do you 
think of it? Isn't it all right? Am I, or am I not, 
Dicky Pasha?" 

"You very much are," answered Dicky, thrust a 
cigar at him, and set him down in the deepest chair 
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he could find. He sprawled wide, and lighted his cigar, 
then lay back. and looked down his long nose at his 
friend. 

"I mean it, too," he said after a minute, and reached 
for a glass of water the waiter brought. "No, thanks, 
no whiskey — never touch it — good example to the 
slaves!" He laughed long and low, and looked at Dicky 
out of the comer of his eye. "Good-looking lot I sent 
you, eh?" 

"Oosters, every one of 'em. Butter wouldn't melt 
in their mouths. I learnt their grin, it suits my style of 
beauty." Dicky fitted the action to the word. 

"You'll start with me in the morning to Assiout?" 

"I can start, but life and time are short" 

"You think I cant and won't marry her?" 

"This isn't the day of Lochinvar." 

"This is the day of Kingsley Bey, Dicky Pasha." 

Dicky frowned. He had a rare and fine sense where 
women were concerned, were they absent or present. 
"How very artless — and in so short a time, tool" he 
said tartly. 

Kingsley laughed quietly. "Art is long, but tempers 
are short!" he retorted. 

Dicky liked a Roland for his Oliver. "It's good to 
see you back again," he said, changing the subject 
"How long do you mean to stay?" 

"Here?" 

Dicky nodded. 

"TiU I'm married.'* . 

Dicky became very quiet, a little formal, and his 
voice took on a curious smoothness, through which sharp 
suggestion pierced» 
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"So long?— Enter our Kingsley Bey into the under- 
ground Levantine world." 

This was biting enough. To be swallowed up by 
Cairo life and all that it involves, was no fate to suggest 
to an Englishman, whose opinion of die Levantine 
needs no defining. "Try again, Dicky," said Kingsley*, 
refusing to be drawn. "This is not one huge joke, 
or one vast impertinence, so far as the lady is con- 
cerned. I've come back — b-a-c-k" (he spelled the 
Word out), "with all that it involves. I've come back, 

Di(iy." 

He quieted all at once, and leaned over towards 
his friend. "You know. the fight I've had. You know 
the life I've Uved in Egypt You know what I left 
behind me in England — nearly all. You've seen the 
white man work. You've seen the black oosier save 
him. You've seen the ten-times-a-failure pull out Have 
I played the game? Have I acted squarely? Have I 
given kindness for kindness, blow for blow? Have I 
treated my slaves like human beings? Have I — have I 
won my way back to life — life?" He spread out a 
hand with a little grasping motion. "Have I saved the 
old stand off there in Cumberland by the sea, where 
you can see the snow on Skaw Fell? Have I? Do you 
wonder that I laugh? Ye gods and little fishes! I've 
had to wear a long face years enough — seven hard 
years, seven fearful years, when I might be murdered 
by a slave, and I and my slaves might be murdered by 
some stray brigade, under some general of Ismail's, 
working without orders, without orders, of course — oh, 
very much of course! Why shouldn't I play the boy 
to-day, little Dicky Donovan? I am a Mabommedaa 
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come Christian again. I am a navvy again come gentle- 
man. I am an Arab come Englishman once more. I 
am an outcast come home. I am a dead man come to 
life." 

Dicky leaned over and laid a hand on his knee. 
"You are a credit to Cumberland," he said. "No other 
man could have done it I won't ask any more ques- 
tions. Anything you want of me, I am with you, to do^ 
or say, or be." 

"Good. I want you to go to Assiout to-morrow.*' 

"Will you see Ismail first? It might be safer — good 
policy." 

"I will see My Lady first . . . Trust me. I know 
what I'm doing. You will laugh as I do." Laughter 
broke from his lips. It was as though his heart was 
ten years old. Dicky's eyes moistened. He had never 
seen anything like it — such happiness, such boyish con- 
fidence. And what had not this man experienced! 
How had he drunk misfortune to the dregs! What 
unbelievable optimism had been his! How had he 
been at once hard and kind, tyrannical and human, 
defiant and peaceful, daring yet submissive, fierce yet 
just! And now, here, with so much done, with a 
great fortune and great power, a very boy, he was 
planning to win the heart ofi and marry, his avowed 
foe, the woman who had condemned him without 
stint 
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II. 

On her wide verandah , a stone Vthrow from the 
banks of the Nile, My Lady sat pen in hand and 
paper-pad npon her knee. She had written steadily 
for an hour, and now she raised her head to lode 
out on the swift- flowing, muddy water, where broad 
ichiassas floated down the stream, laden with bersim; 
where feluccas covered the river, bearing natives and 
donkeys; where faithful Moslems performed their ablu- 
tions, and other faithful Moslems, their sandals laid 
aside, said their prayers with their faces toward Mecca, 
oblivious of all around; where blue-robed women filled 
their goolahs with water, and bore them away, steady 
and stately; where a gang of conscripts, chained ankle 
to ankle, followed by a crowd of weeping and wailing 
women, were being driven to the anchorage of the stem- 
wheeled transport-steamer. All these sights she had 
seen how many hundred times! To her it was all 
slavery. The laden khiassas represented the fruits of 
enforced labour; the ablutions and prayers were but 
signs of submission to the tyranny of a religion designed 
for the benefit of the few at the expense of the many, 
a creed and code of gross selfishness — ^were not women 
only admitted to Heaven by the intercession of their 
husbands and after unceasing prayer? Whether beasts 
of burden, the girl with the goolah, women in the harem, 
or servants of pleasure, they were all in the bonds of 
slavery, and the land was in moral darkness. So it 
seemed to her. 

How many times had she written these things in 
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different forms and to different people — so often, too 
oflen, to the British Consul at Cairo, whose patience 
waned. At first, the seizure of conscripts, with all that 
it involved, had excited her greatly. It had required 
all her commonsense to prevent her, then and there, 
protesting, pleading, with the kavass, who did the duty 
of Ismail's Sirdar. She had confined herself, however, 
to asking for permission to give the men cigarettes and 
slippers, dates and bread, and bags of lentils for soup. 
Even this was not unaccompanied by danger, for the 
Mahommedan mind could not at first tolerate the idea 
of a lady going unveiled; only fellah women, domestic 
cattle, bared their faces to the world. The conscripts, 
too, going to their death — for how few of them ever 
returned? — leaving behind all hope, all freedom, passing 
to starvation and cruelty, at last to be cut down by the 
Arab, or left dying of illness in the desert, they took 
her gifts with sullen faces. Her beautiful fireedom was 
in such contrast to their torture, slavery of a direful 
kind. But as again and again kavasses came and 
opened midnight doors and snatched away the young 
men, her influence had grown so fast, that her presence 
brought comfort, and she helped to assuage the grief of 
the wailing women. She even urged upon them that 
philosophy of their own, which said '^Malaish*' to all 
things, — ^tiie "It is no matter," of the fated Hamlet In 
time she began to be grateful that an apathetic resigna- 
tion, akin to the quiet of despair, was the possession of 
their race. She was far from aware that something in 
their life, of their philosophy, was effecting her under- 
standing. She had a strong brain and a stronger will, 
but she had a capacity for feeling greats still, and 
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this gave her imagination, temperament, and — though it 
would have shocked her to know it — a certain creduhty, 
easily transmutable inta superstition. Yet, as her sym- 
pathies were, to some extent, rationalised by stem fact 
and everlasting custom, her opposition to some things 
became more active and more fervid. 

Looking into the distance, she saw two or three 
hundred men at work on a canal, draining the property 
of Selamlik Pasha, whose tyrannies, robberies and in- 
trigues were familiar to all Egypt, whose palaces were 
almost as maay as those of the notorious MoufTetish. 
These men she saw now working in the dread corvee, 
had been forced from their homes by a counterfeit 
Khedivial order. They had been compelled to bring 
their own tools, and to feed and clothe and house them- 
selves, without pay or reward, having left behind them 
their own fields untilled, their own dourha unreaped, 
their date-palms, which the tax-gatherer confiscated. 
Many and many a time — unless she was prevented, and 
this at first had been oflen — she had sent food and 
blankets to these poor creatures who, their day'? work 
done, prayed to God as became good Mahommedans, 
and, without covering, stretched themselves out on the 
bare groi^nd to sleep. 

It suggested that other slavery, which ^ did not hide 
itself under the forms of conscription and corvee. It 
was on this slavery her mind had been concentrated, 
and against it she had turned her energies and her 
life. As she now sat, pen in hand, the thought of how 
Httle she had done, bow futile had been all her crusade, 
came to her. Yet there was, too, a look of triumph in 
Jier eyes. Until three days ago she had seen little re- 
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suit from her labours. Then had come a promise of 
better things. From the Englishman, against whom she 
had inveighed, had been sent an olive-branch, a token 
— of conversion? Had he not sent six slaves for her to 
free, and had she not freed them? That was a step. 
She pictured to herself this harsh expatriated adven- 
turer, this desert ruler, this slave-holder, — had he been 
a slsLve-dealer she could herself have gladly been his 
executioner — surrounded by his black serfs, receiving 
her letter. In her mind's eye she saw his face flush as 
he read her burning phrases, then turn a little pale, 
then grow stem. 

She saw him, after a sleepless night, haunted by her 
warm'ngs, her appeal to his English manhood. She saw 
him rise, meditative and relenting, and send forthwith 
these slaves for her to free. Her eye glistened again, as 
it had shone while she had written of this thing to the 
British Consul at Cairo, to her father in England, who 
approved of her S3anpathies and lamented her actions. 
Had her crusade been altogether fruitless, she asked 
herself. Ismail's freed Circassian was in her house- 
hold, being educated like an English girl, lifted out 
of her former degradation, made to understand "a 
higher life"; and yesterday she had sent away six 
liberated slaves, with a gold piece each, as a gift from 
a free woman to free men. It seemed to her for a 
moment now, as she sat musing and looking, that her 
thirty years of life had not been — rather, might not be 
■ — in vain. 

There was one other letter she would write — to 
Donovan Pasha, who had not been ardent in her cause, 
yet who might have done so much through his infl^uencd 
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with Ismail, who, it was said, liked him better than any 
Englishman he had known, save Gordon. True, Dono- 
van Pasha had steadily worked for the reduction of the 
corvie, and had, in the name of the Khedive, steadily 
reduced private corvee, but he had never set his face 
against slavery, save to see that no slave-dealing was 
permitted below Assouan. Yet, with her own eyes she 
had seen Abyssinian slaves sold in the market-place of 
Assiout. True, when she appealed to him, Donovan 
Pasha had seen to it that the slave-dealers were severely 
punished, but the fact remained that he was unsym- 
pathetic on the laiige issue. When appealed to, the 
British Consul had petulantly told her that Donovan 
Pasha was doing more important work. Yet she could 
only think of England as the engine of civilisation, as 
an evangelising power, as the John the Baptist of the 
nations — a country with a mission. For so beautiful a 
woman, of so worldly a stock, of a society so in the 
front of things, she had some Philistine notions, some 
quite middle-class ideals. It was like a duchess taking 
to Exeter Hall; but few duchesses so afflicted had been 
so beautiful and so young, so much of the worldly 
world — her father was high in the household of an 
illustrious person. ... If she could but make any head* 
way against slavery — she had as disciples ten Armenian 
pashas, several wealthy Copts, a number of Arab sheikhs, 
and three Egyptian princes, sympathetic rather than 
active — ^perhaps, through her father, she might be able 
to move the illustrious person, and so, in time, the 
Government of England. 

It was a delightful dream — the best she had imagined 
for many a day. She was roused from it by the scream 
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of a whistle, and the hoonch^hoonch of a stem-whe^ 
steamer. A Government boat was hastening into the 
bank, almost opposite her house. She picked up the 
field-glass from lie window-sill behind her, and swept 
the deck of the steamer. There were two figures in 
English dress, though one wore the tarboosh. The 
figure shorter and smaller than, the other she recognised. 
This was Donovan Pasha. She need not write her 
letter to him, then. He would be su^re to visit her. 
Disapprove of him as she did from one standpoint, he 
always excited in her feelings of home-sickness, of an 
old life, full of interests — music, drama, art, politics, 
diplomacy, the court, the hunting-field, the quiet house- 
party. He troubled her in a way too, for his sane cer- 
tainty, set against her aspiring credulity, arrested, even 
commanded, her sometimes. 

Instinctively, she put out her hand to gather in 
flying threads of hair, she felt at the pearl fastening of 
her collar, she looked at her brown shoes and her dress, 
and was satisfied. She was spotless. And never had 
her face shone — really shone — to such advantage. It 
had not now the brilliant colours of the first years. The 
climate, her work in hospital building, her labours 
against slavery, had touched her with a Httle whiteness. 
She was none the less good to see. 

Who was this striding along with Donovan Pasha, 
straight towards her house? No one she had ever 
seen in Egypt, and yet in manner like someone she 
had seen before — a long time before. Her mind 
flashed back through the years to the time when she 
was a girl, and visited old fiiends of her father in a 
castle looking towards Skaw Fell, above the long v^l- 
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ley of the Nidd. A kind of mist came before her eyes 
now. 

When she really saw again, they were at the stq)s 
of the verandah, and Donovan Pasha's voice was greet- 
ing her. Then, as without a word, but with a wel- 
coming smile, she shook hands with Dicky, her look 
was held, first by a blank arrest of memory, then by 
surprise. 

Dicky turned for his office of introduction but was 
stayed by the look of amusement in his fiiend's face, 
and by the amazed recc^nition in that of My Lady. 
He stepped back with an exclamation, partly of chagrin. 
He saw that this recognition was no coincidence, so 
far as the man was concerned, though the woman had 
been surprised in a double sense. He resented the 
fact that Kingsley Bey had kept this fix)m him — he 
had the weakness of small-statured men and of diplo- 
matic people who have reputations for knowing and 
doing. The man, all smiling, held out his hand, and 
his look was quizzically humorous as he said: 

"You scarcely looked to see me here. Lady May?" 

Her voice trembled with pleasure. "No, of course. 
When did you come. Lord Sdden? . . . Won't you sit 
down?" 

That high green terrace of Cumberland, the mist 
on Skaw Fell, the s\m out over the sea, they were in 
her eyes. So much water had gone under the bridges 
since! 

"I was such a young girl then — in short frocks — it 
was a long time ago, I fear," she added, as if in con- 
tinuation of the thought flashing through her mind, 

Donovan PatJka, 1 3 
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"Let me see," she went on fearlessly; "I am thirty; that 
was thirteen years ago.*' 

"I am thirty-seven, and still it is thirteen years 
ago." 

"You look older, when you don't smile,** she added, 
and glanced at his grey hair. 

He laughed now. She was far, far franker than she 
was those many years ago, and it was very agreeable 
and refreshing. "Donovan, there, reproved me last 
night for frivolity," he said. 

"If Donovan Pasha has become grave, then there is 
hope for Egypt," she said, turning to Dicky with a new 
brightness. 

"When there's hope for Egypt, I'll have lost my 
situation, and there'll be reason for drawing a long 
face," said Dicky, and got the two at such an angle 
that he could watch them to advantage. "I thrive 
while it's op/ra bouffe. Give us the legitimate drama, 
and I go with Ismail." 

The lady shrank a little. "If it weren't you, Dono- 
van Pasha, I should say that, associated with Ismail, as 
you are, you are as criminal as he." 

"What is Clime in one country, is virtue in another," 
answered Dicky. "I damp the wheel sometimes to keep 
it from spinning too fasti That's my only duty. I am 
neither Don Quixote nor Alexander Imperator." 

She thought he was referring obliquely to the corvee 
and the other thing in which her life-work was in- 
volved. She became severe. "It is compromising with 
evil," she said. 

"No. It's getting a breakfast roll instead of the 
whole bakery," he answered. 
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"What do you think?" she exclaimed, turning to 
Kingsley. 

**I think there's one man in Egypt, who keeps the 
boiler from bursting," he answered. 

"Oh, don't think I undervalue his excellency," she 
said with a little laugh. "It is because he is strong, 
because he matters so much, that one feels he could 
do more. Ismail thinks there is no pne like him in the 
world." 

"Except Gordon," interrupted Kingsley. 

"Except Gordon, of course; only Gordon isn't in 
Eg3^t And he would do any good in Egypt. The 
officials would block his way. It is only in the Soudan 
that he could have a free hand, be of real use. There, 
a man, a real man, like Gordon, could show the 
world how civilisation can be accepted by desert races, 
despite a crude and cruel religion and low standards 
of morality." 

"AH races have their social codes — what they call 
civilisation," rgoined Kingsley. "It takes a long time 
to get custom out of the blood, especially when it is 
part of the religion. I'm afraid that expediency isn't 
the motto of those who try to civilise the Orient and 
the East" 

"I believe in struggling openly for principle," she 
observed a little acidly. 

"Have you succeeded?" he asked, trying to keep 
his gravity. "How about your own household, for 
instance? Have you christianised and civilised your 
people — your niggers, and the others?" 

She flushed indignantly, but held herself in con- 
trol. She rang a bell. "I have no 'niggers,'" she aU'; 
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swered quietly. "I have some Berberine servants, tw 
fellah boatmen, an Egyptian gardener, an Arab coo^ 
and a Grcassian maid. They are, I think, devoted^ 
to me." 

A Berberine servant appeared. "Tea, Mahommed/^ 
she said. "And tell Madame that Donovan Pasha is^ 
here. My cousin admires his excellenqr so much," sh^- 
added to Kingsley, laughing. "I have never had any 
real trouble with them," she continued with a little 
gesture of pride towards the disappearing Berberine. 

"There was the Armenian," put in Dicky slyly; 
"and the Copt sarraf. They were no credit to their 
Christian religion, were they?" 

"That was not the fault of the religion, but of the- 
generations of oppression — they lie as a child lies, to 
escape consequences. Had they not been oppressed 
they would have been good Christians in practice as in 
precept." 

"They don't steal as a child steals," laughed Dicky. 
"Armenians are Oriental through and through. They 
no more understand the Christian religion, than the 
Soudanese understand freedom." 

He touched the right note this time. Kingsley 
flashed a half-startled, half-humorous look at him; the 
face of the lady became set, her manner delicately 
frigid. She was about to make a quiet, severe reply, 
but something overcame her, and her eyes, her face, 
suddenly glowed. She leaned forward, her hands clasped 
tightly on her knees— Kingsley could not but note how 
beautiful and brown they were, capable, handsome, 
confident hands — and, in a voice thrilling with feeling, 
said; 
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^'What is there in the life here that gets into the 
^yes of Europeans and blinds them? The United States 
spent scores of thousands of lives to free the African 
slave. England paid millions , and sacrificed ministries 
smd men, to free the slave; and in England, you — you, 
X>onovan Pasha, and men like you, would be in the van 
against slavery. Yet here, where England has more in- 

:fluence than any other nation " 

"More power, not influence," Dicky intorupted 
smiling. 

"Here, you endure, you encourage, you approve 
of it Here, an Englishman roles a dty of slaves in 
the desert and grows rich out of their labour. What 
can we say to the rest of the world, while out there in 
the desert" — her eyes swept over the grey and violet 
hills — "that man, Kingsley Bey, sets at defiance his 
race, his country, civilisation, all those things in which 
he was educated. Egypt will not believe in English 
civilisation, Europe will not believe in her humanity 
and honesty, so long as he pursues his wicked course." 
She turned with a gesture of impatience, and in 
silence began to pour the tea the servant had brought, 
with a message tiiat Madame had a headache. Kings- 
ley Bey was about to speak — it was so unfair to listen, 
and she would forgive this no more readily than she 
would forgive slavery. Dicky intorened, however. 

"lie isn't so black as he's painted, personally. He's 
a rash, inflammable sort of fellow, who has a way with 
the native — treats him well, too, I believe. Very flam- 
boyant, doomed to failure, so far as his merit is con- 
cerned, but with an incredible luck. He gambled, 
and be lost a dozen times; and then gambled again, 
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and won. That's the truth, I fanqr. No real stuff in 
him whatever." 

Their hostess put down her tea-cup, and looked at 
Dicky in blank surprise. Not a muscle in his face 
moved. She looked at Kingsley. He had difficulty in 
restraining himself, but by stooping to give her fox- 
terrier a piece of cake, he was able to conceal his con- 
sternation. 

"I cannot — cannot believe it," she said slowly. "The 
British Consul does not speak of him like that" 

"He is a cousin of the Consul," urged Dicky. 

"Cousin! What cousin? I never heard — he never 
told me that" 

"Oh, nobody tells anything in Egypt, unless he*s 
kourbashed or thumb-screwed. It's safer to tell nothing, 
you know." 

"Cousin! I didn't know there were Kingsleys in 
that family. What reason could the Consul have for 
hiding the relationship?" 

"Oh, I don't know, you must ask Kingsley, Flam: 
boy ant and garrulous as he is, he probably won't tell 
you that" 

"If I saw Kingsley Bey, I should ask him questions 
which interest me more. I should prefer, however, to 
ask them through a lawyer — to him in the prisoner's 
dock.'^ 

"You dislike him intensely?" 

"I detest him for what he has done; but I do not 
despise him as you suggest I should. Flamboyant, gar- 
rulous — I don't believe that! I think him, feel him, to 
be a hard man, a strong man, and a bad man — if not 
wholly bad." 
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"Yet you would put him in the prisoner's dock," 
interposed Kingsley musingly, and wondering how 'he 
Mras to tell her that Lord Selden and Kingsley Bey were 
One and the same person. 

"Certainly. A man who commits public wrongs 
should be punished. Yet I am sorry that a man so 
capable should be so inhuman." 

"Ah, your grandfather was inhuman," put in Kings- 
ley. "He owned great West Indian slave properties." 

"He was culpable, and should have been punished 
— and was; for we are all poor at last The world has 
higher, better standards now, and we should live up to 
them. Kingsley Bey should live up to them." 

"I suppose we might be able to punish him yet," 
said Dicky meditatively. "If Ismail turned rusty, we 
could soon settle him, I fancy. Certainly, you pre- 
sent a strong case." He peered innocently into the 
distance. 

"But could it be done — but would you?" she asked, 
suddenly leaning forward. "If you would, you could — 
you could!" 

"If I did it at all, if I could make up my mind 
to it, it should be done thoroughly — no half mea- 



sures." 



"What would be the whole measures?" she asked 
eagerly, but with a certain faint shrinking, for Dicky 
seemed cold-blooded. 

"Of course you never could tell what would happen 
when Ismail throws the slipper. This isn't a country 
where things are cut and dried, and done according to 
Hoyle. You get a new combination every time you puU 
a string. Where there's no system and a thousand 
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methods you have to run risks. Kingsley Bey might get 
mangled in the machinery." 

She shrank a little. ''It is all barbarous." 

"Oh, I don't know. He is guilty, isn't he? You 
said you would like to see him in the prisoner's dock. 
You would probably convict him of killing as well as 
slavery. You would torture him with prison, and then 
hang him in the end. Ismail would probably get into 
a rage — pretended, of course — and send an army against 
him. ELingsley would make a fight for it, and lose his 
head — all in the interest of a sudden sense of duty on 
the part of the Khedive. All Europe would applaud — 
all save England, and what could she do? Can she 
defend slavery? There'll be no kid-gloved justice meted 
out to Kingsley by the Khedive, if he starts a campaign 
against him. He will have to take it on the devil's pitch- 
fork. You must be logical, you know. You can't have 
it both ways. If he is to be punished, it must be after 
the custom of the place. This isn't England." 

She shuddered slightly, and Dicky went on: "Then, 
when his head's off, and his desert-dty and his mines 
are no more, and his slaves change masters, comes a 
nice question. Who gets his money? Not that there's 
any doubt about who'll get it, but, from your standpoint, 
who should get it?" 

She shook her head in something like embarrass- 
ment 

"Money got by slavery — yes, who should get it?" 
interposed Kingsley carefully, for her eyes had turned 
tp him for help. "Would you favour his heirs getting 
it? Should it go to the State? Should it go tp the 
slaves? Should it go to a fund for agitation against 
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slavery? . . . You, for instance, could make use of a 
fortune like his in a cause like that, could you not?" 
he asked with what seemed boyish simplicity. 

The question startled her. "I — I don't know. , . . 
Oh, certainly not," she hastened to add, "I couldn't 
touch the money. It is absurd — ^impossible." 

"I can't see that," steadily persisted KLingsley. "This 
money was made out of the work of slaves. Certainly 
they were paid-^they were, weren't they?" he said 
with mock ignorance, turning to Dicky, who nodded 
assent "They were paid wages by KLingsley — in 
kind, I suppose, but that's all that's needed in a country 
like the Soudan. But still they had to work, and their 
lives and bodies were Kingsley's for the time being, * 
and the fortune wouldn't have been made without them; 
therefore, according to the most finely advanced theories 
of labour and ownership, the fortune is theirs as much 
as Kingsley's. But, in the nature of things, they 
couldn't have the fortune. What would they do with 
it? Wandering tribes don't need money. Barter and 
exchange of things in kind is the one form of finance 
in the Soudan. Besides, they'd cut each other's throats 
the very first day they got the fortune, and it would 
strew the desert sands. It's all illogical and impos- 
sible- " 

"Oh, yes, I quite see that," she interposed. 

"But you surely can see how the fortune could be 
applied to saving those races firom slavery. What was 
wrung from the few by forced labour and loss of free- 
dom could be returned to the many by a sort of 
national salvation. You could spend the fortune wisely 
— agents and missionaries everywhere; in the caf^s, iu 
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the bazaars, in the palace, at court. Judidaus gifls: 
and, at last, would come a firman or decree putting 
down slavery, on penalty of death. The fortune would 
all go, of course, but think of the good accomplished!" 

"You mean that the fortune should be spent in buy- 
ing the decree — in backsheesh?" she asked bewildered, 
yet becoming indignant 

"Well, it's like company promoting," Dicky inter- 
posed, hugely enjo)dng the comedy, and thinking that 
Kingsley had put the case shrewdly. It was sure to 
confuse her. "You have to dear the way, as it were. 
The preliminaries cost a good deal, and those who put 
the machinery in working order have to be paid. Then 
there's always some important person who holds the 
key of the situation; his counsel has to be asked. Ad- 
vice is very expensive." 

"It is gross and wicked 1" she flashed out 

"But if you got your way? If you suppressed 
Kingsley Bey, rid the world of him — oh, well, say, 
banished him," he quickly added, as he saw her fingers 
tremble — "and get your decree, wouldn't it be worth 
while? Fire is fought with fire, and you would be 
using all possible means to do what you esteem a great 
good. Think of it — slavery abolished, your work ac- 
complished, Kingsley Bey blotted out I" 

Light and darkness were in her face at once. Her 
eyes were bright, her brows became knitted, her foot 
tapped the floor. Of course it was all make-believe, 
this possibility, but it seemed too wonderful to think of 
— slavery abolished, and through her; and Kingslqr 
Bey, the renegade Englishman, the disgrace to his 
country, blotted out 
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"Your argument is not sound in many ways," she 
said at last, tr3ring to feel her course. "We must be just 
before all. The whole of the fortune was not earned 
by slaves. Kingsley Bey's ability and power were the 
original cause of its existence. Without him there 
would have been no fortune. Therefore, it would not 
be justice to give it, even indirectly, to the slaves for 
their cause." 

"It would be penalty — Kingsley Bey's punishment," 
said Dicky slyly. 

"Oh, I thought he was to be blotted out," she said 
ironically, yet brightening, for it seemed to her that she 
was proving herself statesmanlike, and justifying her 
woman's feelings as well. 

"When he is blotted out, his fortune should go 
where it can remedy the evil of his life." 

"He may have been working for some good cause," 
quietly put in Kingsley. "Should not that cause get 
the advantage of his 'ability and power,' as you have 
called it, even though he was mistaken, or perverted, 
or cruel? Shouldn't an average be struck between the 
wrong his 'ability and power' did and the right that 
same 'ability and power' was intended to advance?" 

She turned with admiration to Kingsley. "How 
well you argue — I remember you did years ago. I 
hate slavery and despise and hate slave-dealers and 
slave-keepers, but I would be just, too, even to Kingsley 
Bey. But what cause, save his own comfort and for- 
tune, would he be likely to serve? Do you know him?" 
she added eagerly. 

"Since I can remember,'' answered Kingsley, look- 
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ing through the field-glasses at a steamer coming up 
the river. 

"Would you have thought that he would turn out 
as he has?" she asked simply. "You see, he appears 
to me so dark and baleful a figure that I cannot quite 
regard him as I regard you, for instance. I could not 
realise knowing such a man." 

"He had always a lot of audacity," Kingsley replied 
slowly, "and he certainly was a schemer in his way, 
but tiiat came from his helpless poverty." 

"Was he very poor?" she asked eagerly. 

"Always. And he got his estates heavily encum* 
bered. Tlien there were people — old ladies — to have 
annuities, and many to be provided for, and there was 
little chance in England for him. Good-temper and 
brawn weren't enough." 

"Egypt's the place for mother-wit," broke in Dicky. 
"He had that anyhow. As to his unscrupulousness, 
of course that's as you may look at it." 

"Was he always unscrupulous?" she asked. "I 
have thought him cruel and wicked nationally — un- 
English, shamefully culpable; but a man who is un- 
scrupulous would do mean low things, and I should 
like to think that Kingsley is a villain with good points. 
I believe he has them, and I believe that deep down in 
him is something English and honourable after all- 
something to be reckoned with, worked on, developed. 
See, here is a letter I had from him two days ago," 
— she drew it from her pocket and handed it over to 
Dicky. "I cannot think him hopeless altogether . . • 
I freed the slaves who brought the letter, and sent 
them on to Cairo. Do you not fed it is hopeful?" 



A TYRANT AND A LADY. 205 

Hhe UTged, as Dicky read the letter slowly, making sotto 
voce remarks meanwhile. 

** Brigands and tyrants can be gallant — there are 
plenty of instances on record. What are six slaves to 
him?" 

'^He has a thousand to your one,'' said Kingsley 
slowly, and as if not realising his words. 

She started, sat up straight in her chair, and 
looked at him indignantly. ^I have no slaves,'' she 
said. 

Kingsley Bey had been watching the Circassian girl, 
Mata, in the garden for some time, and he had not 
been able to resist the temptation to make the sugges- 
tion that roused her now. 

*^I think the letter rather high-flown,** said Dicky, 
taming the point, and handing the open page to 
Kingsley. ''It looks to me as though written with a 
purpose." 

"What a cryptic remark!" said ELingsley laughing, 
yet a little chagrined. "What you probably wish to 
convey is that it says one thing and means another." 

"Suppose it does," interposed the lady. "The fact 
remains that he answered my appeal, which did not 
mince words, in most diplomatic and gentlemanly Ian- 
guage. What do you think of the letter?" she said, 
turning to Kingsley, and reaching a hand for it 

"I'll guarantee our friend here could do no better, 
if he sat up all night," put in Dicky satirically. 

"You are safe in saying so, the opportunity being 
lacking." She laughed, and folded it up. 

"I believe Kingsley Bey means what he says in that 
letter. Whatever his purpose, I honestly think that you 
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might have great influence over him," mused Dicky, 
and, getting up, stepped from the verandah, as though 
to go to the bank where an incoming steamer they had 
been watching was casting anchor. He turned pre- 
sently, however, came back a step and said: 

"You see, all our argument resolves itself into this: 
if Kingsley is to be smashed only Ismail can do it If 
Ismail does it, Kingsley will have the desert for a bed, 
for he'll not run, and Ismail daren't spare him. Sequel, 
all his fortune will go to the ELhedive. Question, what 
are we going to do about it?" 

So saying he left them, laughing, and went down the 
garden-path to the riverside. The two on the verandah 
sat silent for a moment, then Kingsley spoke. 

"These weren't the things we talked about when 
we saw the clouds gather over Skaw Fell and the sun 
shine on the Irish Sea. We've done and seen much 
since then. Multitudes have come and gone in the 
world — and I have grown grey!" he added with a 
laugh. 

"I've done little^nothing, and I meant and hoped 
to do much,-' she almost pleaded. "I've grown grey 
too." 

"Not one grey hair," he said, with an admiring 
look. 

" Grey in spirit sometimes," she reflected with a tired 
air. "But you — forgive me, if I haven't known what 
you've done. I've Hved out of England so long. You 
may be at the head of the Government, for all I know. 
You look to me as though you'd been a success. Don't 
smile. I mean it You look as though you'd climbed. 
You haven't the air of an eldest son whose way is cut 
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out for him, with fifty thousand a year for compensa- 
tion. What have you been, doing? What has been 
your wca-k in life?" 

"The opposite of yours." 

He felt himself a ruffian, but he consoled himself 
with the thought Uiat the end at which he aimed was 
good. It seemed ungenerous to meet her simple honesty 
by such obvious repartee, but he held on to see where 
the trail would lead. 

"That doesn't seem very clear," she said in answer. 
"Since I came out here I've been a sort of riverine mis- 
sionary, an apostle with no followers, a reformer with a 
plan of salvation no one will accept" 

"We are not stronger than tradition, than the long 
custom of ages bred in the bone and practised by the 
flesh. You cannot change a people by firmans; you 
must educate them. Meanwhile, things go on pretty 
much the same. You are a generation before your 
time. It is a pity, for you have saddened your youth, 
and you may never live to see accomplished what you 
have toiled for." 

"Oh, as to that — as to that . . ." She smoothed 
back her hair lightiy, and her eyes wandered over the 
distant hills — mauve and saffron and opal, and tender 
with the mist of evening. "What does it matter!'^ she 
added. "There are a hundred ways to live, a himdred 
things to which one might devote one's life. And as 
the years went on we'd realise how every form of suc- 
cess was offset by something undone in another direc- 
tion, something which would have given us joy and me- 
mory and content — so it seems. But — but we can only 
really work out one dream, and it is the working out — • 
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a little or a great distance — ^which satisfies. I have no 
sympathy with those who, Hving out their dreams, tam 
regretfully to another course or another aim, and wonder 
— ^wonder, if a mistake hasnt been made. Nothing is 
a mistake which comes of a good aim, of the desire for 
wrongs righted, the crooked places made straight No- 
thing matters so that the dream^ was a good, one and 
the heart approves, and the eyes see far." 

She spoke as though heiself in a dream, her look 
intent on the glowing distance, as though unconscious 
of his presence. 

^It's good to have lived among mountains and 
climbed them when you were young. It gives you 
bigger ideas of things. You could see a long way with 
the sun behind you, from Skaw Fell" 

He spoke in a low voice, and her eyes drew back 
from the distance and turned on him. She smiled. 

''I don't know. I suppose it gives one proportion, 
though I've been told by Donovan Pasha and the 
Consul that I have no sense of proportion. What dif- 
ference does it make ? It is the metier of some people 
of this world to tell the truth, letting it fall as it will, 
and offend where it will, to be in a little unjust maybe, 
measure wrongly here and there, lest the day pass and 
nothing be done. It is for the world to correct, to ad- 
just, to organise, to regulate the working of the truth. 
One person cannot do all." 

Every minute made him more and more regretful, 
while it deepened his feelings for her. He saw how 
far removed was her mind from the sordid views of 
things, and how sincere a philosophy governed her 
actions and her mission. 
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He was about to speak, but she continued: "I 
suppose ' Pve done unwise things from a worldly, a 
diplomatic, and a political point of view. Tve — Pve 
broken my heart on the rock of the impossible, so my 
father says. . . . But, no, I haven't broken my heart I 
have only given it a little too much hope sometimes, 
too much disappointment at others. In any case — can 
one be pardoned for quoting poetry in these days? I 
don't know, I've been so long out of the world: 

Bruised hearts when all is ended. 

Bear the better all ailter-stings ; 
Broken once, the dtadel mended 

Standeth through all things. 

I'm not — -not hopeless, though I've had a long hard 
fight here in Egypt; and I've done so little." . . . She 
kept smoothing out the letter she had had from Kingsley 
Bey, as though unconsciously. "But it is coming, the 
better day. I know it Someone will come who will 
do all that I have pleaded for — stop the corv/e and give 
the peasants a chance; stop slavery, ahd purify the 
harem and start the social life on a higher basis; re- 
move a disgrace from the commerce of an afflicted land; 
remove — remove once for all such men as Kingsley 
Bey; make it impossible for fortunes to be made out of 
human flesh and blood." She had the rapt look of the 
dreamer. Suddenly she recovered her more worldly 
mood: "What are you doing here?" she added. "Have 
you come to take up official life? Have you some public 
position — of responsibility? Oh, perhaps," — she laughed 
almost meiyily — "you are the very man; the great re- 
former. Perhaps you think and feel as I do, though 

Donovan Ptuka^ \\ 
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you've argued against me. Perhaps you only wanted 
to see how real my devotion to this cause is. Tell me, 
are you only a tourist — I was going to say idler, but I 
know you are not; you have the face of a man who 
does things — are you tourist or worker here? What 
does Egypt mean to you? That sounds rather noncon- 
formist, but Egypt, to me, is the saddest, most beautiful, 
most mysterious place in the world. All other nations, 
all other races, every person in the world should be 
interested in Egypt Egypt is the lost child of Creation 
— the dear, pitiful waif of genius and my stay of the 
world. She has kept the calendar of the ages — has out- 
lasted all other nations, and remains the same as they 
change and pass. She has been the watcher of the 
world, the one who looks on, and suffers, as the rest of 
the nations struggle for and wound her in their turn. 
What does Egypt mean to you? What would you do 
for her — anything?" 

There was no more satirical laughter in his eyes. 
He was deeply in earnest, disturbed, even excited. 

"Egypt irfeans everjrthing in the world to me. I 
would do what I could for her." 

"What has she done for you?" 

"She has brought me to you again — to make me 
know that what you were by Skaw Fell all those years 
ago, you are now, and a thousand times more." 

She parried the dangerous meaning in his voice, re* 
fused to see the tenderness in his manner. 

"Pm very sorry to hear that," she added in a tone 
vainly trying to be unconcerned. "It is a pity tiiat our 
youth pursues us in forms so little desirable. . , . Who 
are they?" she added quiddy, nodding towards the 
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shore, from which Dicky was coming with an Egyptian 
officer and a squad of soldiers. 

"H'm," he responded laughing, "it looks like a 
matter of consequence. A pasha, I should think, to 
travel with an escort like that." 

"They're coming here," she added, and, calling to 
her servant, ordered coffee. 

Suddenly Elingsley got to his feet, with a cry of 
consterhation; but sat down again smiling with a shrug 
of the shoulders. 

"What is it?" she asked, with something like 
anxiety, for she had seen the fleeting suspicion in his 
look, 

"I don't know," he answered lightly, and as though 
the suspicion had gone. He watdied Dicky and his 
companions dosely, however, though he chatted un- 
concernedly while they stood in apparent debate, and 
presently came on. Dicky was whistling softly, but with 
an air of perplexity, and he walked with a precision of 
step which told Kingsiey of difficulty ahead. 

He had not long to wait, and as Dicky drew nearer 
and looked him in the eyes, he came to his feet again^ 
his long body gathering itself slowly up, as though for 
deliberate action. He felt trouble in the air, matters of 
moment, danger for himself, though of precisely what 
sort was not clear. He took a step forward, as though 
to shield the lady from possible affront 

"I fancy they want to see me," he said. He re- 
cognised the officer — Foulik Pasha of the ELhedive's 
iiousehold. 

The Pasha salaamed. Dicky drew over to th6 
lady, with a keen warning glance at ELingsley. The 

14* 
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Pasha salaamed again, and Kingsley responded in 
kind. 

"Good-day to you, Pasha," he said. 

"May the. dew of the morning bring flowers to your 
life, excellency," was the reply. He salaamed now 
towards the lady, and Kingsley murmured his name to 
her. 

"Will you not be seated?" she said, and touched a 
chair as though to sit down, yet casting a doubtful 
glance at the squad of men and the brilliant kavass 
drawn up near by. The Pasha looked from one to the 
other, and Kingsley spoke. 

"What is it. Pasha? Her ladyship doesn't know why 
she should be honoured." 

"Ah, that makes ho difference," she interposed. 
"Here is coffee — ah, that's right, cigarettes tool But, 
yes, you will take my coffee. Pasha," she urged. 

The insolent look which had gathered in the man's 
face cleared away. He salaamed, hesitated, and took 
the coffee, then salaamed again to her. 

She had caught at a difficulty; an instinctive sense 
of peril had taken possession of her; and, feeling that 
the danger was for the Englishman who had come to 
lier out of her old life, she had interposed a diplomatic 
moment She wanted to gain time before the mystery 
broke over lier. She felt something aJt stake for herself. 
Premonition, a troubling of the spirit told her that she 
was in the presence of a crisis out of which she would 
not come imchanged. 

*Dicky was talking now, helping her — asking the 
Pasha questions of his journey up the river, of the last 
news from Europe, of the Khedive^s health, though he 
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and Kingsley had only left Cairo a half-day before the 
Pasha. 

The officer thanked the lady and salaamed again, 
then turned towards Kingsley. 

"You. wished to speak with me, perhaps, Pasha," 
said Kingsley. 

"If a moment of your time may have so little 
honoiu-, saadat el bey." 

Kingsley moved down the verandah shoulder to 
shoulder with the Pasha, and the Matter's men, respond- 
ing to a glance, moved down also. Kingsley saw, but 
gave no heed. 

"What's up. Pasha?" he asked in a low voice. 

"The ELhedive commands your return to Cairo." 

"With you?" 

"So, efifendi." 

"Compulsion, eh? I don't see quite. Pm an English- 
man, not a fellah." 

"But I have my commands, saadat el bey." 

"What's the row, Pasha?" 

"Is it for the servant to know the mind of his 
master?" 

"And if I don't go?" 

The Pasha pointed to his men, and motioned to- 
wards the boat where forty or fifty others showed. 

"Bosh, Pasha! That's no reason. That's flummery, 
and you know and the Highness knows it That would 
have been all very well in the desert, but this is not 
the desert, and Pm not doing business with the 
Highness any more. What's the penalty if I don't 
go?" 

"Twenty men will lose their heads to-roorrow morn- 
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ing, a riot will occur, the bank where much gold is 
will be broken into, someone will be made poor, 
and " 

"Oh, never mind twaddle about my money — we'll 
isee about that Those twenty men — my men?" 

"Your men, saadat el bey." 

"They're seized?" 

"They are in prison." 

"Where?" 

"At Abdin Palace." 

Kingsley Bey had had a blow, but he was not dum- 
founded. In Egypt, the wise man is never surprised 
at anything, and Kingsley had gone from experience to 
experience without dismay. He realised the situation 
at once. The ELhedive had been worked upon by some- 
one in the circle, and had put on this pressure, for pur- 
poses of backsheesh, or blackmail, or whatever it might 
be called. His mind was made up at. once. 

"Very well, Pasha. Though there's no reason why 
I should go with you except to suit myself. You'll ex- 
cuse me for a moment?" He turned back. 

Meanwhile, Dicky had been distracting the mind of 
the lady with evasive and cheerful suggestion of urgent 
business calling Kingsley to Cairo. He saw the plot 
that had been laid, and it made him very angry, but 
nothing could be done until he met the Khedive. He 
guessed who had filled the ELhedive's mind with 
cupidity. He had seen old Selamlik Pasha, who had 
lent thie Khedive much money, entering the Palace as 
he left with Kingsley Bey thirty-six hours before. He 
had hope that he could save the situation, but mean- 
while, he was concerned for the new situation created 
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here at Assiout What would Kingsley do? He 
knew what he himself would do in the circumstances, 
but in crises few men of character do the necessary 
thing in exactly the same way. Here was comedy of 
a high order, a mystery and necessary revelation of 
singular piquancy. To his thinking the revelation was 
now overdue. 

He looked at the woman beside him, and he saw 
in her face a look it never had had before. Revelation 
of a kind was there; beauty, imagination, sohcitude» 
delicate wonder were there. It touched him. He had 
never been arrested on his way of life by any dream of 
fair women, or any dream of any woman. It did not 
seem necessary — no one was necessary to him; he lived 
his real life alone, never sharing with anyone that of 
himself which was not part of the life he lived before 
the world. Yet he had always been liked by men, and 
he had been agreeable in the sight of more women than 
he knew, this little man with a will of iron and a 
friendly heart. But he laughed silently now as he saw 
Kingsley approaching; the situation was so beautifully 
invented. It did not seem quite like a thing in real 
life. In any other country than Egypt, it would have 
been comic opera — Foulik Pasha and his men so egre- 
giously important; Kingsley so overwhelmed by the duty 
that lay before him; the woman in a whimsically em- 
barrassing position with the odds, the laugh, against her, 
yet little Hkely to take the obvious view of things and 
so make possible a commonplace end. What would 
she do? What would Kingsley do? What would he, 
Dicky Donovan, do? He knew by the look in Kings- 
ley's eyes that it was time for him to go. He moved 
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down to Foulik Pasha, and, taking his arm, urged him 
towards the shore with a whispered word. The Pasha 
responded, followed by his men, but presently turned 
and, before Dicky could intervene — for he wanted Kings- 
ley to make his own revelation — said courteously: 

"May the truth of Allah be with you, I will await 
you at the boat, Kingsley Bey." 

Dicky did not turn round, but, with a sharp excla- 
mation of profanity, drew FouUk Pasha on his imbecile 
way. 

As for Kingsley Bey, he faced a woman who, as the 
truth dawned upon her, stared at him in a painful silence 
for a moment, and then drew back to the doorway of 
the house as though to find sudden refuge. 

Kingsley's head went round. Nothing had gone 
according to his anticipations. FouHk Pasha had upset 
things. 

"Now you know — I wished to tell you myself," he 
said. 

She answered at once, quietly, coldly, and with an 
even formal voice: "I did not know your name was 
Kingsley." 

"It was my grandmother's name." 

"I had forgotten — that is of no consequence, how- 
ever; but " she stopped. 

"You realise that I am " 

"Oh, of course, Kingsley Bey— 1 quite understand. 
I thought you Lord Selden, an English gentleman. You 

are " she made an impatient gesture — "well, you 

are English still!" 

He was hit hard. The suggestion of her voice w«^s 
difficult to beair 
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"I am not so ungentlemanly as you think. I meant 
tx) tell you — almost at once. I thought that as an old 
iriend I might wait a moment or two. The conversa- 
tion got involved, and it grew harder every minute. 
Then Foulik Pasha came — and now. ..." 

She showed no signs of relenting. "It was taking 
advantage of an old — acquaintance. Against your evil 
influence here I have been working for years, while you 
liave grown rich out of the slavery I detest. You will 
pardon my plain speaking, but this is not London, and 
one has had to learn new ways in this life here. I do 
not care for the acquaintance of slave-drivers, I have no 
wish to offer them hospitality. The world is large and 
it belongs to other people, and one has to endure much 
when one walks abroad; but this house is my own place, 
a little spot all my own, and I cherish it. There are 
those who come to the back-door, and they are fed and 
clothed and sent away by the hand of charity; there are 
those who come to the front-door, and I welcome them 
gladly — all that I have is theirs; there are those who 
come to a side-door, when no one sees, and take me 
unawares, and of them I am afraid, their presence I 
resent My doors are not open to slave-drivers." 

"What is the difference between the letter from the 
slave-driver's hand and the slave-driver himself?" 

She started and flushed deeply. She took the letter 
slowly from her pocket and laid it on the table. 

"I thought it a letter from a man who was optnly 
doing wrong, and who repented a little of his wrong- 
doing. I thought it a letter from a stranger, from an 
Englishman who, perhaps, had not had such advantage^ 

of birth and education a3 came to you," 
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"Yet you had a good opinion of the letter. There 
seemed no want of education and all that there — won't 
you be reasonable, and let me explain? Give me half 
a chance." 

"I do not see that explanation can mend anything. 
The men you sent me to free: that was a; — well, call it 
a manoeuvre, to achieve what, I cannot tell. Is it not 
so? The men are not free. Is it not so?" 

"I am afraid they are not free," he answered, smil- 
ing in spite of himself. 

**Your coming here was a manoeuvre also — for what 
purpose I do not know. Yet it was a manoeuvre, and 
I am — or was to be — the victim of the plot" She 
smiled scornfully. "I trust you may yet be the victim 
of your own conduct" 

"In more ways than one, maybe. Don't you think, 
now that the tables are turned, that you might have 
mercy on *a prisoner and a captive?' " 

She looked at him inquiringly, then glanced towards 
the shore where Dicky stood talking with Foulik Pasha. 
Her eyes came back slowly and again asked a question. 
All at once intelligence flashed into them. 

"You wished to see Kingsley Bey a prisoner; you 
have your wish," he said smiUng. 

"Whose prisoner?" she asked, still coldly. 

"The Khedive's." 

A flash of triumph crossed her face. Her heart beat 
hard. Had it come at last, the edict to put down slavery? 
Had the Khedive determined to put an end to the work 
of Kingsley Bey in his desert-city— and to Kingsley Bey 
himself? . . . Her heart stopped beating now. She glanced 
towards Dicky Donovan, and her pulses ran more evenly 
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again. Would the Khedive have taken such a step un- 
less under pressure? And who in Egypt could have, 
would have, persuaded him, save Dicky Donovan? Yet 
Dicky was here with his friend Kingsley Bey. The 
mystery troubled her, and the trouble got into her 
eyes. 

"You are going to Cairo?" she said, glancing towards 
the boat 

"It would seem so." 

"And Donovan Pasha goes too?" 

"I hope so. I am not sure." 

"But he must go," she said a little sharply. 

"Yes?" 

"He — you must have somebody, and he has great 
power." 

"That might or might not be to my benefit After 
all, what does it matter?" — He saw that she was per- 
turbed, and he pressed his advantage. 

She saw, however, and retreated. "We reap as we 
sow," she said, and made as if to go inside the house. 
"You have had the game, you must pay for the candles 
out of your earnings." 

"I don't mind paying what's fair. I don't want 
other people to pay." 

She turned angrily on him, he could not tell why. 
"You don't want others to pay! As if you could do 
anything that doesn't affect others. Did you learn that 
selfishness at Skaw Fell, or was it bom with you? You 
are of those who think they earn all their own success 
and happiness, and then, when they earn defeat and 
despair, are surprised that others suffer. As if our 
penalties were only paid by ourselves! Egotism, vanity! 
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So long as you have your dance, it matters little to 
who pays for the tune." 

"I am sorry." He was bewildered; he had not ex- 
pected this. 

"Does a man stoop to do in a foreign land what he 
would not do in his own country — dare not do? — One 
is so helpless — a woman I Under cover of an old friend- 
ship — ah!" She suddenly turned, and, before he could 
say a word, disappeared inside the house. He spoke 
her name once, twice; he ventured inside the house, 
and called, but she did not come. He made his way 
to the verandah, and was about to leave for the shore, 
when he heard a step behind him. He turned quickly. 
It was the Circassian girl, Mata. 

He spoke to her in Arabic, and she smiled at him. 

"What is it?" he said, for he saw she had come 
from her mistress. 

"My lady begs to excuse — but she is tired," she 
said in English, which she loved to use. 

"I am to go on — to prison, then?" 

"I suppose. It has no matter. My lady is angry. 
She has to say, 'Thank-you, good-bye.' So, good-bye," 
she added naively, and held out her hand. 

Kingsley laughed, in spite of his discomfiture and 
shook it. 

"Who arc you?" he asked. 

"I am my lady's slave," she said proudly. 

"Oh, no — her servant You can come and go as 
you like. You have wages." 

"I am Mata, the slave — my lady's slave. All the 
world knows that I am her slave. Was I not given her 

by the Khedive whose slave I was? May the leaves of 
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life be green always, but I am Mata the slave," she said 
stubbornly^ shaking her head. 

"Do you tell my lady so?" 

"Wherefore should I tell my lady what she knows? 
Is not the truth the truth ?^ good -night! I had a 
brother who went to prison. His grave is by Stamboul. 
Good-night, effendi. He was too young to die, but he 
had gold, and the Captain of the Citadel needed money. 
So, he had to die. Malaishl He is in the bosom of 
God, and prison does not last forever. Good-night, 
effendi. If you, effendi, are poor> it is well; no man 
will desire your life. Then you can be a slave, and 
have quiet nights. If you are rich, effendi, remember 
my brother. Good-night, effendi. May sacrifices be 
yours . . . and my lady says good-night" 

Kingsley gave her a gold piece and went down to 
Foulik Pasha. 

As they steamed away Kingsley looked in vain to 
the house on the shore. There was no face at window 
or door, no sign of life about the place. 

"Well, my bold bey," said Donovan Pasha to him at 
last "What do you thmk of Egypt now?" 

"Pm not thinking of Egypt now." 

"Did the lady deeply sympathise? Did your pre- 
scription work?" 

"You know it didn't Nothing worked. This fool 
Foulik came at the wrong moment" 

"It wouldn't have made any difference. You see 
you were playing with marked cards, and that is em- 
barrassing. You got a certificate of character by-^ " 

"Oh, I know. That's what she said. Never mind. 
Pve played as I meant to play, and I'll abide the result 
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I said Td many her, and I mean to, though she gently 
showed me the door — beautiful, proud person!" 

"She is much too good for you." 

"What does that matter, if she doesn't think so?" 

"My opinion is she'U never touch you or your slave- 
gold with a mile-measure." 

Dicky did not think this, but it was his way of easing 
his own mind. Inwardly he was studying the situation, 
and wondering how he could put Kingsle/s business 
straight 

"She thinks I'm still a 'slave-driver,' as she calls it 
— ^women are so innocent You did your part, as well 
as could be expected, I'm bound to say. I only wish I 
wasn't so much trouble to you. I owe you a lot, Dicky 
Pasha — everything! You got me the golden shillings 
to start with; you had faith in me; you opened the 
way to fortune, to the thing that's more than fortune, 
to success." 

"I'm not altogether proud of you. You've messed 
things to-day." 

"I'll set them right to-morrow ■'—with your help. 
Ismail is going a bit large this time." 

"He is an Oriental. A life or two — think of Sadik 
Pasha. Your men " 

"Well? You think he'd do it— think he'd dare to 
do it?" 

"Suppose they disappeared? Who could prove that 
Ismail did it? And if it could be proved — they're his 
own subjects, and the Nile is near! Who can say him 
nay?" 

"I fancy you could — and I would." 

"I can do something. I've done a little in my day; 
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but my day, like Ismail's, is declining. They are his 
jubjects, and he needs money, and he puts a price on 
heir heads — that's about the size of it. Question : how 
nttch will you have to pay? How much have you in 
I!airo at the bank?" 

"Onfy about ten thousand pounds." 

"He'd take your draft on England, but he'll have 
hat ten thousand pounds, if he can get it," 

"That doesn't matter, but as for my arrest " 

"A trick, on some trumped-up charge. If he can 
lold you long enough to get some of your cash, that's 
ill he wants. He knows he's got no jurisdiction over 
fOVL — not a day's hold. He knows you'd give a good 
leal to save your men." 

"Poor devils! But to be beaten by this Egyptian 
t)ull-dozer — not if I know it, Dicky!" 

"Still, it may be expensive." 

"Ah!" Klingsley Bey sighed, and his face was 
[Jouded, but Dicky knew he was not thinking of Ismail 
3r the blackmail. His eyes were on the house by the 
shore, now disappearing, as they rounded a point of land. 

"Ah!" said Donovan Pasha, but he did not sigh. 



III. 



"Ah!" said a lady, in a dirty pink house at Assiout, 
writh an accent which betrayed a discovery and a reso- 
lution, *'I will do it I may be of use some way or 
another. The Khedive won't dare — but still the times 
are desperate. As Donovan Pasha said, it isn't easy 



i 
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holding down the safety-vabe all the time, and when it 
flies off", there will be dark days for all of us. ... An 
old friend-— bad as he is! Yes, I will go." 

Within forty-eight hours of Donovan Pasha's and 
Kingsley Bey's arrival in Cairo, the lady appeared there, 
and made inquiries of her friends. No one knew any- 
thmg. She went to the Consulate, and was told that 
Kingsley Bey was still in prison, that the Consulate had 
not yet taken action. 

She went to Donovan Pasha, and he appeared far 
more mysterious and troubled than he really was. 
Kingsley Bey was as cheerful as might be expected, he 
said, but the matter was grave. He was charged with 
the destruction of the desert-city, and maintaining an 
army of slaves in the Khedive's dominions — a menace 
to the country. 

"But it was with the Khedive's connivance," she said. 

"Who can prove that? It's a difficult matter for 
England to handle, as you can see." 

This was very wily of Dicky Donovan, for he was 
endeavouring to create alarn^ and sympathy in the 
woman's mind, by exaggerating the charge. He knew 
that in a few days at most Kingsley Bey would be free. 
He had himself given Ismail a fright, and had even gone 
so far as to suggest inside knowledge of the plans of 
Europe concerning Egypt But if he could deepen the 
roots of this comedy for Kingsley's benefit — and for the 
lady's — it was his duty so to do. 

"Of course," he made haste to add, "you cannot be 
expected to feel sympathy for him. In your eyes, he is 
a criminal. He had a long innings, and made a mint 
of money. We must do all we can, and, of course, 
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Well save his life — ah, Pm sure you wouldn't exact the 
fullest penalty on him!" 

Dicky was more than wily; he was something wicked. 
The suggestion of danger to Kingsley's life had made 
her wince, and he had added another little barbed arrow 
to keep the tasi company. The cause was a good one; 
Hurt now to heal afterwards — and Kingsley was an old 
friend, and a good fellow. Anyhow, this work was 
wasting her life, and she would be much better back in 
England, living a civilised life, riding in the Row, and 
slumming a little, in the East End, perhaps, and presid- 
ing at meetings for the amelioration of the unameliorated. 
He was rather old-fashioned in his views. He saw the 
faint trouble in her eyes and face, and he made up his 
mind that he would work while it was yet the day. 
He was about to speak, but she suddenly interposed a 
question. 

"Is he comfortable? How does he take it?" 

"Oh, all right You know the kind of thing: mud- 
walls and floor — quite dry, of course — and a sleeping- 
mat, and a balass of water, and cakes of dourha, and 
plenty of time to think. After all, he's used to primi- 
tive fare." 

Donovan Pasha was drawing an imaginary picture, 
and drawing it with effect He almost believed it as 
his artist's mind fashioned it She believed it, and it 
tried her. Kingsley Bey was a criminal, of course, but 
he was an old friend; he had offended her deeply also, 
but that was no reason why he should be punished by 
anyone save herself. Her regimen of punishments would 
not necessarily include mud-waUs and floor, and a sleep- 
ing-mat and a balass of w|iter; and whatever it included 

Donovan Patha* 1% 
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it should not be administered by any hahd save her 
own. She therefore resented, not quite unselfishly, thisi 
indignity and punishment the Khedive had commanded. 

"When is he to be tried?" 

**Well, that is hardly the way to put it. When he 
can squeeze the Khedive into a comer he'll be free, but 
it takes time. We have to go carefully, for it isn't the 
slave-master alone, it's those twenty slaves of his, in* 
eluding the six you freed. Their heads are worth a 
good deal to the Khedive, he thinks." 

She was dumfounded. "I don't understand," she 
said helplessly. 

"Oh, the Khedive put your six and fourteen others 
in prison for treason or something — ^it doesn't matter 
much here what it is. His game, is to squeeze Kings- 
ley's gold orange dry, if he can." 

A light broke over her face. "Oh, now I see," she 
said, and her face flushed deeply with anger and indig- 
nation. "And you— Donovan Pasha, you who are sup- 
posed to have influence with the ELhedive, who are sup^ 
posed to be an English influence over him, you can 
speak of this quietly^ patiently, as a matter possible to 
your understanding. This barbarous, hideous black* 
mail! This cruel, dreadful tyranny! You, an English- 
man, remain in the service of the man who is guilty of 
such a crime!" Her breath came hard. 

"Well, it seems the wisest thing to do as yet You 
have lived a long time in Egypt, you should know what 
Oriental rule is. Question— is a bite of a cherry better 
than no bite of a cherry? Egypt is like a circus, but 
there are wild horses in the ring, and you can't ride 
them just as you like. If you keep them inside the 
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barriers, that's something. Of course, Kingsley made a 
mistake in a way. He didn't start his desert-city and 
his slavery without the consent of the Khedive; he 
shouldn't have stopped it and gone out of business 
without the same consent It cut down the Effendina's 
tribute." 

He spoke slowly, counting every word, watching the 
effect upon her. He had much to watch, and he would 
have seen more if he had known women better. 

"He has abandoned the mines — ^his dty — and 
slavery?" she said chokingly, confusedly. It seemed 
hard for her to speak. 

"Oh, yes, didn't you know? Didn't he tell you?" 

She shook her head. She was thinking back — 
Temembering their last conversation, remembering how 
sharp and un&iendly she had been with him. He had 
even then freed his slaves, had given her slaves to free. 

"I wonder what made him do it?" added Dicky. 
**He had made a great fortune — poor devil, he needed 
it, for the estates were sweating under the load. I 
wonder what made him do it?" 

She looked at him bewilderedly for a moment^ then, 
suddenly, some faint suspicion struck her. 

"You should know. You joined with him in deceiv- 
ing me at Assiout." 

"Oh, no," he responded quickly, and with rare 
innocence, "the situation was difficult You already 
knew him very well, and it was the force of circum- 
stances — simply the force of circumstances. Bad luck 
— ^no more. He was innocent, tnine was the guilt I 
confess I was enjoying the thing, because — because, you 
see he had d^oived me, actually deceived me, his best 

IS* 
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friend. I didn't know he knew you personally, till you 
two met on that verandah at Assiout, and " 

"And you made it difficult for him to explain at 
once — I remember." 

"Pm afraid I did. Pve got a nasty little temper at 
times, and I had a chance to get even. Then things 
got mixed, and Foulik Pasha upset the whole basket of 
plums. Besides, you see, Pm a jealous man, an envious 
man, and you never looked so well as you did that day, 
unless it's to-day." 

She was about to interrupt him, but he went on. 

"I had begun to feel that we might have been better 
friends, you and I; that — ^that I might have helped 
you more; that you had not had the s)rmpathy you 
deserved; that civilisation was your debtor, and that 
I- " 

"No, no, no, you must not speak that way to me," 
she interposed with agitation. "It — it is not necessary. 
It doesn't bear on the matter. And you've always been 
a good friend — always a good friend," she added with 
a little friendly quiver in her voice, for she was not quite 
sure of herself. 

Dicky had come out in a new rSie, one wherein he 
would not have been recognised. It was probably the 
first time he had ever tried the delicate social art of 
playing with fire of this sort It was all true in a way, 
but only in a way. The truest thing about it was that 
it was genuine comedy, in which there were two villains, 
and no hero, and one heroine. 

"But there it is," he repeated, having gone as far as 
his cue warranted. "I didn't know he had given up his 
desert-city till two days before you did, and I didn't 
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know he knew you, and I don't know why he gave up 
his desert-dty — do you?" 

There was a new light in her eyes, a new look in 
her face. She was not sure but that she had a glimmer- 
ing of the reason. It was a woman's reason, and it was 
not without a certain exquisite egotism and vanity, for 
she remembered so well the letter she had written him, 
— every word was. etched into her mind; and she knew 
by heart every word of his reply. Then there were the 
six slaves he sent to her — and his coming immediately 
afterwards. . • . For a moment she seemed to glow, and 
then the colour slowly faded and lefl her face rather 
grey and very quiet 

He might not be a slave-driver now, but he had been 
one— and the world of difference it made to her! He 
had made his great fortune out of the work of the men 
employed as slaves, and — she turned away to the window 
with a dejected air. For the first time the real weight 
of the problem pressed upon her heavily, 

"Perhaps you would like to see him," said Dicky, 
"It might show that you were magnanimous," 

"Magnanimous! It will look like that — in a mud- 
cell, with mud floor, and a piece of matting." 

"And a balass of water and dourha-cakes," said Dicky 
in a childlike way, and not daring to meet her eyes. 

He stroked his moustache with his thumb-nail in a 
way he had when perplexed. Kingsley Bey was not in 
a mud-cellj, with a mat and a balass of water, but in 
a very decent apartment indeed, and Dicky was trying 
to work the new situation out in his mind. The only 
thing to do was to have Kingsley removed to a mud- 
cell, and not kt him toow the author of his temporary 
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misfortune and this new indignity. She was ready to 
visit him now — he could see that He made difficulties^ 
however, which would prevent their going at once, and 
he arranged with her to go to Kingsley in the late 
afternoon. 

Her mind was in confusion, but one thing shone 
dear through the confusion, and it was the iniquity of 
the Khedive. It gave her a foot-hold. She was deeply 
grateful for it. She could not have moved without it 
So shameful was the Elhedive in her eyes that the 
prisoner seemed Criminal made Martyr. 

She went back to her hotel flaming with indignation 
against Ismail. It was very comforting to her to have 
this resource. The six slaves whom she had freed — the 
first-fruits of her labours: that they should be murdered! 
The others who had done no harm, who had been slaves 
by Ismail's consent, that they should be now in danger 
of their lives through the same tyrant! That Kingsley 
Bey, who had been a slave-master with Ismail's own 
approval and to his advantage, should now — she glowed 
with pained anger. . • . She would not wait till she had 
seen Kingsley Bey, or Donovan Pasha again; she herself 
would go to Ismail at once. 

So, she went to Ismail, and she was admitted, after 
long waiting in an anteroom. She would not have been 
admitted at all, if it had not been for Dicky who, 
arriving just before her on the same mission, had seen 
her coming, and guessed her intention. He had then 
gone in to the Khedive with a new turn to his purposes, 
a new argument and a new suggestion, which widened 
the scope of the comedy now being played. He had 
bad a struggle with Ismail, and his own place an(} in- 
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luence had been in something hke real danger, but he 
[lad not minded that He had suggested that he might 
be of service to Egypt in London and Paris. That was 
irery Hke a threat, but it was veiled by a look of genial 
innocence which IsmaH admired greatly. He knew that 
Donovan Pasha could hasten the crisis coming on himl 
He did not believe that Donovan Pasha would, but that 
did not altet the astuteness and value of the move; 
and, besides, it was Well to run no foolish risks and 
take no chances. ' Also, he beheved in Donovan Pasha's 
honesty. He despised him in a worldly kind of way, 
because he might have been rich and splendid, and he 
was poor and unassuming. He wanted Elingsley Bey's 
fortune, or a great slice of it, but he wanted it without 
a struggle with Dicky Donovan, and with the British 
Consulate— for that would come, too, directly. It gave 
bim no security to know that the French would be with 
him — he knew which country would win in the end. 
He was preying on Kingsley Bey's humanity, and he 
boped to mak:e it well worth while. And all he thought 
and planned was well understood by Dicky. 

Over their coffee they both talked from long dis- 
tances towards the point of attack and struggle, Ismail 
carelessly throwing in glowing descriptions of the palaces 
he was building. Dicky never failed to show illusive 
interest, and both knew that they were not deceiving the 
other, and both came iiearer to the issue by devious 
processes, as though these processes were inevitable. At 
last Dicky suddenly changed his manner and came 
straight to the naked crisis. 

, . . » . " * 

"Highness, I have an invitation for Kingsjey Bey to 
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dine ^t the British Consulate to-night You can spare 
his presence?" 

"My table is not despicable. Is he not comfortable 
here?" 

"Is a mud floor, with bread and water and a sleep- 
ing-tnat, comfortable?" 

"He is lodged like a friend." 

"He is lodged like a slave — in a cell." 

"They were not my orders." 

"Effendina, the orders were mine." 
* "Excellency!" 

"Because there were no orders and Foulik Pasha was 
sleepless with anxiety lest the prisoner should escape, 
fearing your Highness' anger, I gave orders and trusted 
your Highness to approve." 

Ismail saw a mystery in the words, and knew that 
it was all to be part of Didjy's argument in the end. 

"So be it, excellency," he said, "thou hast breathed 
the . air of knowledge, thine actions shine. In what 
quarter of the Palace rests he? And Foulik Pasha?" 

"Foulik Pasha sits by his door, and the room is by 
the doorway where the sarrafs keep the accounts for the 
palaces your Highness builds. Also, abides near, the 
Greek, who toils upon the usury paid by your Highness 
to Europe." 

Ismail smiled. The allusions were subtle and pierc- 
ing. There was a short pause. Each was waiting. 

Dicky changed the attack. "It is a pity we should 
be in danger of riot at this moment, Highness." 

"If riots come, they come. It is the will of God, 
excellency. But in our hand lies order, We will quiet 
the storm, if ^ ^\Qtm Ml" 
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^'There will be wredc somewhere.'* 

"So be it There will be salvage,*' 

"Nothing worth a riot, Highneiss." 

The Khedive eyed Dicky with a sudden malice and 
a desire to slay — to slay even Donovan Pasha. He did 
not speak, and Dicky continued negligently; "Ptcvention 
is better than cure." 

The Khedive understood perfectly. He knew that 
Dicky had circumvented him, and had warned the Bank. 

StiH the Khedive did not speak. Dicky went on. 
'^Kingsley Bey deposited ten ^ousand pounds — no 
more. But the gold is not there; only Kingsley Bey's 
credit" 

"His slaves shall die to-morrow morning." 

"Not so, Highness." 

The Khedive's fingers twisted round the chair-arm 
savagely. 

"Who will prevent it?" 

"Your Highness will. Your Highness could not 
permit it — the time is far past Suppose Kingsley Bey 
gave you his whole fortune, would it save one palace or 
pay one tithe of your responsibilities? Would it lengthen 
the chain of safety?" 

"I am safe." 

"No, Highness. In peril — here with your own 
peo^e, in Europe with the nations. Money will not 
save you." 

"What then?" 

"Prestige. Power — ^the Soudan. Establish yourself 
in the Soudan with a real army. Let your name be 
carried to the Abyssinian mountains as the voice of the 
eagle/' 
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"Who will carry it?" He laughed disdainfully, "with 
a bitter hopeless 'kind of pride. "Who will carry it?'' 

" Gordon — again." 

The Khedive started from his chair, and his sullen 
eye lighted to laughter. He paced excitedly to and fro 
for a minute, and then broke out 

"Thou hast said it! Gordon — Gordcwi— if he would 
but come again 1: — ^But it shall be so, by the beard of 
God's prophet! It shall. Thou hast said the thing 
that has lain in my heart Have I had honour in the 
Soudan since his feet were withdrawn? Where is honour 
^nd tribute and gold since his hand ruled — ^alone with- 
out an army. It is so — Inshallah! but it is so. He 
shall come again, and the people's eyes will turn to 
Khartoum and Darfur and Kotdofan, and the greedy 
nations will wait Ah, my friend, but the true inspira- 
tion is thine. I will send for Gordon to-night — reven to- 
night. Thou shalt go — no, ho, not so. Who can tell 
: — I ibight look for thy return .in vain! But who — who, 
to carry my word to Gordon?" 

"^Your messenger is in the anteroom," said Dicky 
with a sudden thought 

"Who is it, son of the high hills?" 

"The lady at Assiout — she who is such a friend to 
Gordon as I am to thee, Highness.". 

"She whose voice and hand are against slavery*" 

"Even so. It is good that she return to England — 
there to remain. Send her." 

"Why i^ she here?" The Khedive looked suspi- 
ciously at Dicky, for it seemed that a plot had been 
Jaid. 

Thereupon, Dicky told the Khedive the whole. story. 
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hnd not in years had Ismail's face shown such abandon 
of humour. 

"By the wiU of God, but it shall be," he said. "She 
shall marry Kingsley Bey, and he shall go free." 

"But not till she has seen him and mourned over 
him in his cell, with the mud floor and the balass of 
water." 

The Khedive laughed outright and swore in French. 
"And the cakes of dourha! I will give her as a parting 
gifl the twenty slaves, and she shall bring her great 
work to a close in the arms of a slaver. It is worth a 
/ortune." 

"It is worth exactly ten thousand pounds to your 
Highness — ten thousand pounds neither more nor less." 

Ismail questioned. 

"Kingsley Bey would make last tribute of th)is much 
to your Highness." 

Ismail would not have declined ten thousand cen- 
times. ^'Malaish!" he said, and called for coffee, while 
they planned what should be said to his Ambassadress 
from Assiout. 

She came trembling, yet determined, and she left 
with her eyes full of joyful tears. She was to cany the 
news of his freedom and the freedom of his slaves to 
Kingsley Bey, and she — she, was to bear to Gordon, the 
foe of slavery, the world's benefactor, the message that 
he ^as to come and save the Soudan. Her vision was 
enlarged, and never went from any prince a more grateful 
supplicant and envoy. 

Donovan Pasha went with her to the room with the 
mud floor where Kingsley Bey was confined. 

"I owe it alt to you/' she said as they hastened 
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across the sun-swept square. **Ah, but you have atoned! 
You have done it all at once, after these long years." 

"Ah, well, the time is ripe," said Dicky piously. 

They found Kingsley Bey reading the last issue of 
the French newspaper published in Cairo. He was 
laughing at some article in it abusive of the English, 
and seemed not very downcast; but at a warning sign 
and look from Dicl^, he became as grave as he was 
inwardly delighted at seeing Hie lady of Assiout 

As Kingsley Bey and the Ambassadress shook hands, 
Dicky said to her: "PU tell him, and then go/' 

Forthwith he said: "Kingsley Bey, son of the desert, 
and unhappy prisoner, the prison opens its doors. No 
more for you the cold earth for a bed — relieved though 
it be by a sleeping-mat No more the cake of dourha 
and the balass of Nile water. Inshaliah^ you are as 
free as a bird on the mountain top, to soar to far lands 
and none to say thee nay." 

Kingsley Bey caught instantly at the meaning lying 
beneath Dicky's whimsical phrases, and he deported 
himself accordingly. He looked inquiringly at the Am- 
bassadress, and she responded. 

"We come from the Khedive, and he bids us carry 
you his high considerations " 

"Yes, *high considerations,' he said," interjected 
Dicky with his eye towards a fly <hi the ceiling. 

"And to beg your company at dinner to-night" 

"And the price?" asked Kingsley, feeling his way 
carefully, for he wished no more mistakes where this 
lady was concerned. At Assiout he had erred; he had 
no desire to be deceived at Cairo. He did not know 
bow be stood with her, though her visit gave him auda- 
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dous hopes. Her face was ruled to quietness now, and 
only in the eyes resolutely turned away was there any 
look which gave him assurance. He seemed to hear her 
talking from the verandah that last day at Assiout; and 
it made him discreet at least 

"Oh, the price!" murmured Dicky, and he seemed 
to study the sleepy sarraf who pored over his accounts 
in the garden. "The price is 'England, home and beauty.' 
Also, to prop up the falling towers of Khedivia — ^ten 
thousand pounds! Also, Gordon." 

Kingsley Bey appeared, as he was, mystified, but he 
was not inclined to spoil things by too much speaking. 
He looked inquiry. 

At that moment an orderly came running towards 
the door — Dicky had arranged for that Dicky started, 
and turned to the lady. "You tell him. This fellow is 
coming for me. Til be back in a quaiter of an hour." 
He nodded to them both and went out to the orderly, 
who followed his footsteps to the Palace. 

"You've forgiven me for everything — for everything 
at Assiout, I mean?" he said. 

"I have no desire to remember," she answered. 

"About Gordon — what is it?" 

"Ah, yes, about Gordon." She drew herself up a 
little. "I am to go to England — for the Khedive, to 
ask Gordon to save the SOudan." 

"Then you've forgiven the Khedive?" he said with 
apparent innocence. 

"Pve no wish to prevent him showing practical re- 
pentance," she answered, keenly alive to his suggestioi\, 
and a little nettled. "It means no more slaveiy. Gordon 
will prevent that" 
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"Will he?" asked Kingsley, again with muffled 
mockery. 

"He is the foe of slavery. How many, many letters 
I have had from him! He will save the Soudan — and 
Egypt too." 

"He will be badly paid — the Government will stint 
him. And he will give away his pay — if he gets 
any." 

She did not see his aim, and her face fell. "He 
will succeed for all that" 

"He can levy taxes, of course." 

"But he will not— for himself." 

"I will give him twenty thousand pounds, if he will 
take it" 

"You — you! — will give him " Her eyes swam 

with pleasure. "Ah, that is lioble! That makes wealth 
a glory, to give it to those who need it To save those 
who are down-trodden, to help those who labour for the 

good of the world, to " she stopped short, for all at 

once she remembered — remembered whence his money 
came. Her face sufiused. She turned to the door. 
Confusion overmastered her for the moment Then, 
anger at herself possessed her. On what enterprise 
was she now embarked? Where was her conscience? 
For what was she doing all this? What was the true 
meaning of her actions? Had it been to circumvent the 
Khedive? To prevent him from doing an unjust, a 
despicable, and a dreadful thing? Was it only to help 
the Soudan? Was it but to serve a high ideal, through 
an ideal life — through Gordon? 

It came upon her with embarrassing force. For none 
of these things was she striving. She was doing all for 
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this inaxiy against whose influence she had laboured, 
whom she had bitterly condemned, and whose fortune 
she had called blood-money and worse. And now . - .1 

She knew the truth, and it filled her heart with joy 
and also pain. Then she caught at a straw r he was no 
slave-driver now. He had 

"May I not help you — go with you to England?" he 
said over her shoulder. 

"Like Alexander Selkirk *I shall finish my journey 
alone,' " she said, with sudden but imperfectly assumed 
acerbity. 

"Will you not help me, then?" he asked. "We 
could write a book together." 

"Oh, a book!" she said. 

"A book of life," he whispered. 

"Oh, no, no, no — can't you see? — oh, you are play- 
ing me like a ball!" 

"Only to catch you," he said, in a happier tone. 

"To jest, when I am so unhappy!" she mur- 
mured. 

"My jest is the true word." 

She made a last rally. "Your fortune was made out 
of slave labour." 

"I have given up the slaves." 

"You have the fortune." 

"I will give it all to you — to have your will with 
it. Now it is won, I would give it up and a hundred 
times as much to hear you say, 'Come to Skaw Fell 
again.' " 

Did he really mean it? She thought he did. And 
it seemed the only way out of the difficulty. It broke 
the impasse. 
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It was not necessary, however, to spend the future 
in the way first suggested to her mind. They discussed 
all that at Skaw Fell months later. 

Human nature is weak and she has become a slave- 
driver, after all. But he is her only slave, and he hugs 
his bondage. 
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Looking from the minaret the Two could see, far 
off, the Pyramids of Ghizeh and Sakkara, the wells of 
Helouan, the Mokattam Hills, the tombs of the Caliphs, 
the Khedive's palace at distant Abbasiyeh. Nearer by, 
the life of the city was spread out Little green oases 
of palms emerged from the noisy desert of white stone 
and plaster. The roofs of the houses, turned into gar- 
dens and promenades, made of the huge superficial city 
one broken irregular pavement Minarets of mosques 
stood up like giant lamp-posts along these vast, meander- 
ing streets. Shiftless housewives lolled with unkempt 
hair on the housetops; women of the harem looked out 
of the littie mushrabieh panels in the clattering, narrow 
bazaars. 

Just at their feet was a mosque — one of tlie thousand 
nameless mosques of Cairo. It was the season of Rama- 
dan, and a Friday, the Sunday of the Mahommedan — 
the Ghimah. 

The "Two" were Donovan Pasha, then English 
Secretary to the Khedive, generally known as "Little 
Dicky Donovan," and Captain Renshaw, of the American 

Donovan Pasha* l6 
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Consulate. There was no man in Egypt of so much im- 
portance as Donovan Pasha. It was an importance which 
could neither be bought nor sold. 

Presently Dicky touched the arm of his companion. 
"There it comes!" he said. 

His friend followed the nod of Dicky's head, and 
saw, passing slowly through a street below, a funeral 
procession. Near a hundred blind men preceded the 
bier, chanting the death-phrases. The bier was covered 
by a faded Persian shawl, and it was carried by the 
poorest of the Fellaheen, though in the crowd following 
were many richly-attired merchants of the bazaars. On 
a cart laden with bread and rice two Fellaheen stood 
and handed, or tossed out, food to the crowd — token of 
a death in high places. Vast numbers of people ram- 
bled behind chanting, and a few women, near the bier, 
tore their garments, put dust on their heads, and kept 
crying: ''Salem ala ahali I — Remember us to our 
friends!" 

Walking immediately behind the bier was one con- 
spicuous figure, and there was a space around him 
which none invaded. He was dressed in white, like an 
Arabian Mohammedan, and he wore the green turban of 
one who has been the pilgrimage to Mecca. 

At sight of him Dicky straightened himself with a 
little jerk, and his tongue clicked with satisfaction. "Isn't 
he, though? isn't he?" he said, after a moment His 
lips, pressed together, curled in with a trick they had 
when he was thinking hard, planning things. 

The other forebore to question. The notable figure 
had instantly arrested bis attention, and held it until it 
passed from view. 
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"Isn't he, though, Yankee ?"^ Dicky repeated, and 
pressed a knuckle tightly in the other's waistcoat. 

"Isn't he what?" 

"Isn't he bully — in your own language?" 

"In figure; but I couldn't see his face distinctly." 

"You'll see that presently. You could cut a whole 
Egyptian Ministry out of Uiat face, and have enough left 
for an American president or the head of the Salvation 
Army. In all the years I've spent here I've never seen 
one that could compare with him in nature, character, 
and force. A few like him in Egypt, and there'd be no 
need for the money barbers of Europe." 

"He seems an oos/er here — you know him?" 

"Do I!" Dicky paused and squinted up at the tall 
Southerner. "What do you suppose I brought you out 
from your Consulate for to see? — ^the view from Ebn 
Mahmoud? And you call yourself a cute Yankee?" 

"I'm no more a Yankee than you are, as I've told 
you before," answered the American with a touch of 
impatience, yet smilingly. "I'm from South Carolina, 
the first State that seceded." 

"Anyhow, I'm going to call you Yankee, to keep you 
nicely disguised. This is the land of disguises." 

"Then we did not come out to see the view?" the 
other drawled. There was a quickening of the eye, a 
drooping of the lid, which betrayed a sudden interest, a 
sense of adventure. 

Dicky laid his head back and laughed noiselessly, 
"My dear Renshaw, with all Europe worrying Ismail, 
with France in the butler's pantry and England at the 
front door, do the bowab and the sarraf go out to take 
air on the housetops, and w^tcb the sun set on the 

i6* 
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Pyramids and make a rainbow of the desert? I am 
the bowab and the sarraf, the man-of-all-work, the Jack- 
of-all-trades, the 'confidential' to the Oriental spendthrift 
Am I a dog to bay the moon? — have I the soul of a 
tourist from Liverpool or Poughkeepsie?" 

The lanky Southerner gripped his arm. "There's a 
hunting song of the South," he said, "and the last line 
is, ' The hound that never tires,* You are that, Donovan 
Pasha " 

"I am 'little Dicky Donovan,' so they say," interrupted 
the other. 

"You are the weight that steadies things in this 
shaky Egypt. You are you, and you've brought me 
out here because there's work of some kind to do, and 
because " 

"And because you're an American, and we speak 
the same language." 

"And our Consulate is all right, if needed, whatever 
it is. You've played a square game in Egypt. You're 
the only man in office who hasn't got rich out of her, 
and " 

"Pm not in office." 

"You're the power behind the throne, you're " 

"Pm- helpless — worse than helpless, Yankee. Pve 
spent years of my hfe here. Pve tried to be of some 
use, and play a good game for England; and keep a 
conscience too, but it's been no real good. I've only 
§taved off the crash. Pm helpless, now. That's why 
Pm here." 

He leaned forward, and looked out of the minaret 
and down towards the great locked gates of the empty 
jnosque. 
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Renshaw put his hand on Dicky's shoulder. "It's 
the man in white yonder you're after?" 

Dicky nodded. "It was no use as long as she lived. 
But she's dead — her face was under that old Persian 
shawl — and I'm going to try it on." 

"Try what on?" 

"Last night I heard she was sick. I heard at noon 
to-day that she was gone; and then I got you to come 
out and see the view!" 

"What are you going to do with him?" 

"Make him come bacL" 

"From where?" 

"From the native quarter and the bazaars. He was 
for years in Abdin Palace." 

"What do you want him for?" 

"It's a little gamble for Egypt There's no man in 
Egypt Ismail loves and fears so much " 

"Except Uttle Dicky Donovan!" 

"That's all twaddle. There's no man Ismail fears so 
much, because he's the idol of the caf^s and the bazaars. 
He's the Egyptian in Egypt to-day. You talk about me? 
Why, I'm the foreigner, the Turk, the robber, the maii 
that holds the lash over Egypt I'd go like a wisp of 
straw if there was an uprising." 

"Will there be an uprising?" The Southerner's 
fingers moved as though they were feeling a pistol. 

"As sure as that pyramid stands. Everything de- 
pends on the kind of uprising. I want one kind. There 
may be another." 

"That's what you are here for?" 

"Exactly." 

♦'Who is he?" 
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"Wait" 

"What is his story?" 

"She was." He nodded towards the funeral pro- 
cession. 

"Who was she?" 

"She was a slave." Then, after a pause, "She was 
a genius too. She saw what was in him. She was 
waiting— but death couldn't wait, so . . . Everything 
depends. What she asked him to do, he'll do." 

"But if she didn't ask?" 

"That's it She was sick only seventeen hours — 
sick unto death. If she didn't ask, he may come my 
way." 

Again Dicky leaned out of the minaret, and looked 
down towards the gates of the mosque, where the old 
gatekeeper lounged half-asleep. The noise of the pro- 
cession had died away almost, had then revived, and 
from beyond the gates of the mosque could be heard 
the cry of the mourners: **Saiem ala ahali!" 

There came a knocking, and the old porter rose 
up, shuffled to the great gates, and opened. For a 
moment he barred the way, but when the bearers 
pointed to the figure in^ white he stepped aside and 
salaamed low. 

"He is stone deaf, and ha^'t heard, or he'd have 
let her in fast enough," said Dicky. 

"It's a new thing for a woman to be of importance 
in an Oriental country," said Renshaw. 

"Ah, that's it! That's where her power was. She, 
with him, could do anything. He, wili her, could have 
done anything. . . . Stand back there, where you can't 
be seen — quick!" added Dicky hurriedly. 
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They both drew into a comer. 

"I'm afraid it was too late. He saw me," added 
Dicky. 

"Pm afraid he did," said Renshaw. 

"Never mind. It's all in the day's work. He and 
I are all right The only danger would lie in the crowd 
discovering us in this holy spot, where the Muezzin 
calls to prayer, and giving us what for, before he could 
interfere." 

"I'm going down from this *holy spot,' " said Ren- 
shaw, and suited the action to the word. 

"Me too, Yankee," said Dicky, and they came half 
way down the tower. From this point they watched 
the burial, still well above the heads of the vast crowd, 
through which the sweetmeat and sherbet-sellers- ran, 
calling their wares and jangling their brass cups. 

"What is his name?" said Renshaw. 

"Abdalla." 

"Hers?" 

" Noor-ala-Noor." 

"What does that mean?" 

"Light from the Light" 



n. 

The burial was over. Hundreds had touched the 
coffin, taking a last farewell. The blind men had made 
a circle round the grave, hiding the last act of ritual 
from the multitude. The needful leaves, the graceful 
pebbles, had been deposited, the myrtle - leaves and 
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flowers had been thrown, and rice, dates, bread, riieat, 
and silver pieces were scattered among the people. 
Some poor men came near to the chief mourner. 

"Oh, effendi, may our souls be thy sacrifice, and 
may God give coolness to thine eyes, speak to us by the 
will of GodI" 

For a moment the white-robed figure stood looking 
at them in silence; then he raised his hand and mo- 
tioned towards the high pulpit, which was almost under- 
neath the place where Dicky and Renshaw stood. 
Going over, he mounted the steps, and the people fol- 
lowed and crowded upon the pulpit. 

"A nice jack-pot that," said Renshaw, as he scanned 
the upturned faces through the opening in the wall. 
"A pretty one-eyed lot" 

"Shows how they love their country. Their eyes 
were put out by their mothers when they were babes, 
to avoid conscription. . . . Listen, Yankee: Egyipi is 
talking. Now, we'll see!" 

Dicky's lips were pressed tight together, and he 
stroked his faint moustache with a thumb-nail medi- 
tatively. His eyes were not on the speaker, but on the 
distant sky, the Mokattam Hills and the forts Napoleon 
had built there. He was listening intently to Abdalla's 
high, clear voice, which rang through the courts of the 
ruined mosque. 

"In the name of God the Compassionate, the Merci- 
ful, children of Eg)^t, listen. Me ye have known 
years without number, and . ye know that I am of you, 
as ye are of me. Our feet are in the same shoes, we 
gather fit)m the same date-palm, of the same goolah 

we drink. My fi^ther's father — now Ux the bosom of 
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God, praise be to God! — builded this mosque; and my 
father, whose soul abides in peace with God, he che- 
rished it till evil days came upon this land. 'Be your 
gifts to this mosque neither of silver nor copper, hut of 
tears and prayers/ -%2ii<A. my father, Ebn Abdalla, e'er 
he unrolled his green turban and wound himself in it 
for his winding-sheet ' Though it be till the Karadh* 
gatherers return, yet shall ye replace nor stone nor piece 
of wood, save in the gates thereof, till good days come 
once more, and the infidel and the Turk be driven from 
the land' Thus spake my father. . . ." 

There came a stir and a murmuring among the 
trowd, and cries of Allah Akbarl "Peace, peace!" 
urged the figure in white. "Nay, make no noise. This 
is the house of the dead, of one who hath seen God. . . . 
'Nothing shall be repaired, save the gates of the mosque 
of Ebn Mahmoud, the mosque of my father's father,' so 
said my father. Also said he, 'And one shall stand at 
the gates and watch, though the walls crumble away, till 
the day when the land shall again be our land, and the 
chains of the stranger be forged in every doorway.' . . . 
But no, ye shall not lift up your voices in anger. This 
is the abode of peace, and the mosque is my mosque, 
and the dead my dead." 

"The dead is our dead, effendi — may God give 
thee everlasting years!" called a blind man from the 
crowd. 

Up in the tower Dicky had Hstened intently, and as 
the speech proceeded his features contracted; once he 
gripped the arm of Renshaw. 

"It's coming on to blow," be said, in the pause 
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made by the blind man's interruption. ^* There'll be 
shipwreck somewhere." 

"Ye know the way by which I came," continued 
Abdalla loudly. "Nothing is hid from you. I came 
near to the person of the Prince, whom God make wise 
while yet the stars of his life give light! In the palace 
of Abdin none was preferred before me. I was much 
in the sun, and mine eyes were dazzled. Yet in season 
I spake the truth, and for you I laboured. But not as 
one hath a life to give and seeks to give it For the 
dazzle that was in mine eyes hid from me the fulness 
of your trials. But an end there was to these things. 
She came to the palace a slave — Noor-ala-Noor. . . . 
Nay, nay, be silent still, my brothers. Her soul was the 
soul of one bom free. On her lips was wisdom. In 
her heart was truth like a flaming sword. To the 
Prince she spoke not as a slave to a slave, but in high 
level terms. He would have married her, but her life 
lay in the hollow of her hand, and the hand was a hand 
to open and shut according as the soul willed. She was 
ready to close it so that none save Allah might open it 
again. Then in anger the Prince would have given her 
to his bowab at the gates, or to the Nile, after the man- 
ner of a Turk or a Persian tyrant — may God purge him 
of his loathsomeness! . . ." 

He paused, as though choking with passion and 
grief, and waved a hand over the crowd in agitated 
command. 

"Here's the old sore open at last — which way now?" 
said Dicky in a whisper. "It's the toss of a penny where 
he'll pull up. As I thought . . . 'Shi" he added, as 
Jlenshaw was about to speak. 
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Abdalla continued. "Then did I stretch forth my 
hand, and, because I loved her, a slave with the free- 
dom of God in her soul and on her face, I said, *Come 
with me,' and behold! she came, without a word, for 
our souls spake to each other, as it was in the olden 
world, ere the hearts of men were darkened. I, an 
Egyptian of a despised and down-trodden land, where 
all men save the rich are slaves, and the rich go in the 
fear of their lives; she, a woman from afar, of that 
ancient tribe who conquered Egypt long ago — we went 
forth from the palace alone and penniless. He, the 
Prince, dared not follow to do me harm, for my father's 
father ye knew, and my father ye knew, and me ye knew 
since I came into the world, and in all that we had ye 
shared while yet we had to giVe; yea, and he feared ye. 
We lived among ye, poor as ye are poor, yet rich for 
that Egypt * was no poorer because of us." He waved 
his hand as though to still the storm he was raising. . . . 
"If ye call aloud, I will drive ye from this place of 
peace, this garden of her who was called Light from the 
Light. It hath been so until yesterday, when God 
stooped and drew the veil £rom her face, and she 
dropped the garment of life and fled from the world. . . . 
Go, go hence," he added, his voice thick with sorrow, 
"But ere ye go, answer me, as ye have souls that desire 
God and the joys of Paradise, will ye follow where I go, 
when I come to call ye forth? Will ye obey, if I com- 
mand?" 

"By the will of God, thou hast piurchased our hearts; 
we will do thy will for ever," was the answer of the 
throng. 

"Go, then, bring down the infidels that have stood 
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in the minaret above, where the Muezzin calls to 
prayer;" sharply called Abdalla, and waved an arm to- 
wards the tower where Dicky and Renshaw were. 

An oath broke from the lips of the Southerner; but 
Dicky smiled. "He's done it in style," he said. "Come 
along." He bounded down the steps to the doorway 
before the crowd had blocked the way. "They might 
toss us out of that minaret," he added, as they both 
pushed their way into the open. 

"You take too many risks, effendi," he called up to 
Abdalla in French, as excited Arabs laid hands upon 
them, and were shaken off. "Call away these fools!" he 
added coolly to the motionless figure watching from the 
pulpit stairs. 

Cries of "Elill! kill the infidels!" resounded on all 
sides; but Dicky called up again to Abdalla. "Stop this 
nonsense, effendi." Then, without awaiting an answer, 
he shouted to the crowd: "I am Donovan Pasha. Touch 
me, and you touch Ismail. I haven't come to spy, but 
to sorrow with you for Noor-ala-Noor, whose soul is with 
God, praise be to God, and may God give her spirit to 
you! I have come to weep for him in whom greatness 
speaks; I have come for love of Abdalla the Egyptian. 
».. Is it a sin to stand apart in silence and to weep 
unseen? Was it a sin against the Moslem faith that in 
this minaret I prayed God to comfort Abdalla, grandson 
of Ebn Mahmoud, Egyptian of the Egyptians? Was it 
not I who held Ismail's hand, when he — being in an 
anger — would have scoured the bazaars with his horse- 
men for Abdalla and Noor-ala-Noor? This is known to 
Abdalla, whom God preserve and exalt. Is not Abdalla 
friend to Donovan Pasha?" 
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Dicky was known to hundreds present. There was 
not a merchant from the bazaars but had had reason to 
appreciate his presence, either by friendly gossip over a 
cup of coffee, or by biting remarks in Arabic, when they 
lied to him, or by the sweep of his stick over the 
mastaba and through the chattels of some vile-mouthed 
pedlar who insulted English ladies whom he was escort- 
ing through the bazaar. They knew his face, his tongue, 
and the weight and style of his arm; and though they 
would cheerfully have seen him the sacrifice of the Jehad 
to the cry of Alldhu Akharl they respected him for him- 
self, and they feared him because he was near to the 
person of Ismail. 

He was the more impressive because in the midst 
of wealth and splendour he remained poor: he had 
more than once bought turquoises and opals and horses 
and saddlery, which he paid for in instalments, like any 
little merchant These, therefore, who knew him, were 
well incUned to leave him alone, and those who did not 
know him were impressed by his speech. If it was true 
that he was friend to Abdalla, then his fate was in the 
hand of God, not theirs. They all had heard of little 
Donovan Pasha, whom Ismail counted only less than 
Gordon Pasha, the mad Englishman, who emptied his 
pocket for an old servant, gave his coat to a beggar, 
and rode in the desert so fast that no Arab could over- 
take him. 

"Call off your terriers, effendi," said Dicky again in 
French; for Renshaw was restive under the hands that 
were laid on his arm, and the naboots that threatened 
him. "My friend here is American. He stands for the 
United States in Egypt." 
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Abdalla had not moved a muscle during the dis- 
turbance, or during Dicky's speech. He seemed but the 
impassive spectator, though his silence and the look in 
his eyes were ominous. It would appear as though he 
waited to see whether the Englishman and his friend 
could free themselves from danger. If they could, then 
it was God's will; if they could not, Malaish! Dicky 
understood. In this he read Abdalla like a parchment, 
and though he had occasion to be resentful, he kept his 
nerves and his tongue in an equable mood. He knew 
that Abdalla would speak now. The Egyptian raised 
his hand. 

"In the name of Allah the Compassionate, the 
Merciful, go your ways," he said loudly. "It is as Do- 
novan Pasha says, he stayed the hand of Ismail for my 
sake. Noor-ala-Noor, the Light from the Light, saw into 
his heart, and it was the honest heart of a fool. And 
these are the words of the Koran, That the fool is one 
whom God has made His temple for a season, there- 
after withdrawing. None shall injure the temple. Were 
not your hearts bitter against him, and when he spoke 
did ye not soften? He hath no inheritance of Paradise, 
but God shall blot him out in His own time. Bismillaht 
God cool his resting-place in that day. Donovan Pasha's 
hand is for Egypt, not against her. We are brothers, 
though the friendship of man is like the shade of the 
acacia. Yet while the friendship lives, it lives. When 
God wills it to die, it dies. . . ." He waved his hand 
towards the gateway, and came slowly down the steep 
steps. 

With a curious look in his eyes, Dicky watched 
the people go. Another curious look displaced it and 
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Stayed, as Abdalla silently touched his forehead, his lips 
and his heart three times, and then reached out a hand 
to Dicky and touched his palm. Three times they 
touched palms, and then Abdalla saluted Renshaw in 
the same fashion, making the gestures once only. 

From the citadel came the boom of the evening gun. 
Without a word Abdalla left them, and, going apart, he 
turned his face toward Mecca and began his prayers. 
The courtyard of the mosque was now empty, save for 
themselves alone. 

The two walked apart near the deserted fountain in 
the middle of the courtyard. " The friendship of man 
is like the shade of the acacia. Yet while the friendship 
lives, it lives. When God wills it to die, it dies!** 
mused Dicky with a significant smile. "Friendship walks 
on thin ice in the East, Yankee." 

"See here, Donovan Pasha, I don't like taking this 
kind of risk without a gun," said Renshaw. 

"You're an official, a diplomat; you can't carry a 
gun." 

"It's all very fine, but it was a close shave for both 
of us. You've got an object — want to get something out 
of it. But what do I get for my money?" 

"Perhaps the peace of Europe. Perhaps a page of 
reminiscences for the New York World, Perhaps some 
Umelight chapters of Egyptian history. Perhaps a little 
hari-kari. Don't you feel it in the air?" Dicky drew 
in a sibilant breath. "All this in any other country 
would make you think you were having a devil of a 
time. It's on the regular 'menoo' here, and you don't 
get a thrill." 



256 DONOVAN PASHA, ETC. 

"The peace of Europe — Abdalla has something to 
do with that?" 

"Multiply the crowd here a thousand limes as much, 
and that's what he could represent in one day. Give 
him a month, and every man in Egypt would be col- 
lecting his own taxes where he could find 'em. Abdalla 
there could be prophet and patriot to-morrow, and so 
he will be soon, and to evil ends, if things don't take a 
turn. That Egyptian-Arab has a tongue, he has brains, 
he has sorrow, he loved Noor-ala-Noor. Give a man the 
egotism of grief, and eloquence, and popularity, and 
he'll cut as sharp as the khamsin wind. The dust he'll 
raise will blind more eyes than you can see in a day's 
march, Yankee. You may take my word for it." 

Renshaw looked at Dicky thoughtfully. "You're 
wasting your life here. You'll get nothing out of it 
You're a great man, Donovan Pasha, but others '11 reap 
where you sowed." 

Dicky laughed softly. "I've had more fun for my. 

money than most men of my height and hair '* he 

stroked his beardless chin humorously. "And the best 
is to come, Yankee. This show is cracking. The 
audience are going to rush it." 

Renshaw laid a hand on his shoulder. "Pasha, to 
tell you God's truth, I wouldn't have missed this for 
any tiling; but what I can't make out is, why you brought 
me here. You don't do things like that for nothing. 
You bet you doti't. You'd not put another man in 
danger, unless he was going to get something out of it, 
or somebody was. It looks so damned useless. You've 
done your little job by your lonesiome, anyhow. I was 
no use." 



A YOUNG LION OF DEDAN. I57 

**Your turn comes," said Dicky, flashing a look of 
friendly humour at him. "America is putting her hand 
in the dough — through you. You'll know, and your 
country'll know, what's going on here in the hum of 
the dim bazaars. Ismail's got to see how things stand, 
and you've got to help me tell him. You've got to say 
I tell the truth, when the French gentlemen, who have 
their several spokes in the Egyptian wheel, politely say 
I lie. Is it too much, or too little, Yankee?" 

Renshaw almost gulped. "By Jerusalem!" wa3 all 
he could say. "And we wonder why the English swing 
things as they do!" he growled, when his breath came 
freely. 

Abdalla had finished his prayers; he was coming 
towards them. Dicky went to meet him. 

"Abdalla, I'm hungry," he said; "so are you. You've 
eaten nothing since sunset, two days ago." 

"I am thirsty, saadat d basha," he answered, and 
his voice was husky. "Come, I will give you to eat, by 
the goodness of God." 

It was the time of Ramaddn, when no Mahommedan 
eats food or touches liquid from the rising to the going 
down of the sun. As the sunset-gun boomed from the 
citadel, hds had been snatched off millions of cooking- 
pots throughout the land, and fingers had been thrust 
into the meat and rice of the evening feast, and their 
owner had gulped down a bowl of water. The smell of 
a thousand cooking-pots now came to them over the 
walls of the mosque. Because of it, Abdalla's command 
to the crowd to leave had been easier of acceptance. 
Their hunger had made them dangerous. Danger was 
in the air. The tax-gatherers had lately gone their 
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rounds, and the agents of tlie MoUffetish had wielded 
the kourbash without mercy and to some purpose. It 
was perhaps lucky that the incident had occurred within 
smell of the evening feasts and near the sounding of the 
sunset-gun. 






in. 

A HALF-HOUR later, as Abdalla thrust his fingers into 
the dish and handed Dicky a succulent cucumber filled 
with fried meat, the latter said to him: "It is the wish 
of the Effendina, my friend. It comes as the will of 
God; for even as Noor-ala-Noor journeyed to the bosom 
of God by your will, and by your prayers, being de- 
scended from Mahomet as you are, even then Ismail, 
who knew naught of your sorrow, said to me, *In all 
Egypt there is one man, and one only, for whom my 
soul calls to go into the desert with Gordon,' and I an- 
swered him and said, ' Inshallak, Effendina, it is Ab- 
dalla, the Egyptian/ And he laid his hand upon his 
head — I have seen him do that for no man since I came 
into his presence — and said; *My soul calls for him. 
Find him and bid him to come. Here is my ring.'" 

Dicky took from his pocket a signet-ring, which bore 
a passage from the Koran, and laid it beside Abdalla's 
drinking-bowl. 

"What is Ismail to me — or the far tribes of the 
Soudan 1 Here are my people," was the reply. Abdalla 
motioned to the next room, where the blind men ate 
their evening meal, and out to the dimly lighted streets 
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^here thousands of narghilehs and cigarettes made little 
smoky clouds that floated around white turbans and 
dark faces. . f*When they need me, I will speak; when 
they cry to me, I will unsheathe the sword of Ebn 
Mahmoud, who fought with Mahomet Ali and saved the 
land from the Turk." 

Renshaw watched the game with an eagerness un- 
noticeable in his manner. He saw how difficult was the 
task before Dicky. He saw an Oriental conscious of 
his power, whose heart was bitter, and whose soul, in 
its solitude, revolted and longed for action. It was not 
moved by a pure patriotism, but what it was moved by 
served. That dangerous temper, which would have let 
Dicky whom he called friend, and himself go down imder 
the naboots of the funeral multitude, with a Malaish 
on his tongue, was now in leash, ready to spring forth 
in the inspired hour; and the justification need not be a 
great one. Some slight incident might set him at the 
head of a rabble which would sweep Cairo like a storm. 
Yet Renshaw saw, too, that once immersed in the work 
his mind determined on, the Egyptian would go forward 
with relentless force. In the excitement of the moment 
it seemed to him that Egypt was hanging in the balance. 

Dicky was eating sweetmeats like a girl. He selected 
them with great care. Suddenly Abdalla touched his 
hand. "Speak on. Let all thy thoughts be open — stay 
not to choose, as thou dost with the sweetmeats. I will 
choose: do thou offer without fear. I would not Usten 
to Ismail; to thee I am but as a waled to bear thy 
shoes in my hand." 

Dicky said nothing for a moment, but appeared to 
enjoy the comfit he was eating. He rolled it over his 
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tongue, and his eyes dwelt with a remarkable simplicity 
and childlike friendliness on Abdalla. It was as though 
there was really nothing vital at stake. . . . Yet he was 
probing, probing without avail, into Abdalla's mind and 
heart, and was never more at sea in his life. It was not 
even for Donovan Pasha to read the Oriental thoroughly. 
This man before him had the duplicity or evasion of the 
Oriental; dehcately in proportion to his great abihty, yet 
it was there — though in less degree than in any Arab 
he had ever known. It was the more dangerous be- 
cause so subtle. It held suiprise — it was an unknown 
quantity. The most that Dicky could do was to fed 
jsubtly before him a certain doud of the unexpected. 
He was not sure that he deceived Abdalla by his simple 
manner, yet that made Uttle difference. The Oriental 
would think not less of him for dissimulation, but rather 
more. He reached over and put a comfit in the hand 
of Abdalla. 

''Let us eat together," he said, and dropped a comfit 
into his own mouth. 

Abdalla ate, and Dicky dipped his fingers in the 
basin before them, saying, as he lifted them again: ''I 
will speak as to my brother. Ismail has staked all on 
the Soudan. If, in the will of God, he is driven from 
Berber, from Dongola, from Khartoum, from DarfQr, 
from Kassala, his power is gone. Egypt goes down like 
the sun at evening. Ismail will be like a withered gourd 
To establish order and peace and revenue there, he is 
sending the man his soul loves, whom the nations trust, 
to the cities of the desert. If it be well with Gordon, 
it will be well with the desert-cities. But Gordon asks 
for one man — an Egyptian — who loves the land and is 
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of the people, to speak for him, to counsel with him, to 
show the desert tribes that Egypt gives her noblest to 
rule and serve them. There is but one man — Abdalla, 
the Egyptian, A few years yonder in the desert — power, 
glory, wealth won for Egypt, the strength of thine arms 
known, the piety of thy spirit proven, thy name upon 
every tongue — on thy return, who then should fear for 
Egypt?" 

Dicky was playing a dangerous game, and Renshaw 
almost shrank from his words. He was firing the 
Egyptian's mind, but to what course he knew not If 
to the Soudan, well; if to remain, what conflagration 
might not occur! Dicky staked all 

"Here, once more, among thy people, returned from 
conquest and the years of pilgrimage in the desert, like 
a prophet of old, thy zeal would lead the people, and 
once more Egypt should bloom like the rose. Thou 
wouldst be sirdar, mouffetish, pasha, all things soever. 
This thou wouldst be and do, thou, Abdalla the Egyptian." 

Dicky had made his great throw; and he sat back, 
perhaps a Httle paler than was his wont, but apparently 
serene, and earnest and steady. 

The effect upon Abdalla could only be judged by his 
eyes, which burned like fire as they fixed upon Dicky's 
face. The suspense was painful, for he did not speak 
for a long time. Renshaw could have shrieked with 
excitement Dicky lighted a cigarette and tossed a 
comfit at a pariah dog. At last Abdalla rose. Dicky 
rose with him. 

"Thou, too, hast a great soul, or mine eyes are 
liars," Abdalla said. "Thou lovest Egypt also. This 
Gordon — I am not his friend. I will not go with him. 
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But if thou goest also with Gordon, then I wilt go 
with thee. If thou dost mean weU by Egypt, and thy 
words are true, thou also wilt go. As thou speakest, let 
it be." 

A mist came before Dicky's eyes — ^the world seeme^ 
falling into space, his soul was in a crucible. The 
struggle was like that of a man with death, for this 
must change the course of his life, to what end God 
only knew. All that he had been to Egypt, all that 
Egypt had been to him came to him. But he knew 
that he must not pause. Now was his moment, and 
now only. Before the mist had cleared from his eyes 
he gave his hand into Abdalla's. 

"In God's name, so be it. I also will go with 
Gordon, and thou with me," he said. 



HE WOULD NOT BE DENIED. 

"He was achin' for it — tumble achin* for it — an' he 
would not be denied!" said Sergeant William Connor, 
of the Berkshire Regiment^ in the sergeants' mess at 
Suakim, two nights before the attack on McNeill's zeriba 
at Tofrik. 

"Serve *im right. Janders was too bloomin' sud- 
dint," skirled Henry Withers of the Sick Horse Depdt 
from the bottom of the table. 

"Too momentary, I believe you," said Corporal Billy 
Bagshot. 

At the Sick Horse Depdt Connor had, without good 
cause, made some disparaging remarks upon the charger 
ridden by Subadar Goordit Singh at the fight at Dihilbat 
Hill, which towers over the village of Hashin. Subadar 
Goordit Singh heard the remarks, and, loving his welted, 
gibbet-headed charger as William Connor loved any 
woman who came his way, he spat upon the ground the 
sergeant's foot covered, and made an evil-smiling remark. 
Thereupon Connor laid siege to the white-toothed, wild- 
bearded Sikh with words which suddenly came to re- 
nown, and left not a shred of glory to the garment of 
vanity the hillman wore. 

He insinuated that the Sikh's horse was wounded at 
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Hashin from behind by backing too far on the Guards* 
Brigade on one side and on the Royal Mounted Infantry ' 
on the other. This was ungenerous and it was not 
true, for William Connor knew well the reputation of 
the Sikhs; but William's blood was up, and the smile 
of the Subadar was hateful in his eyes. The truth was 
that the Berkshire Regiment had had its chance at 
Dihilbat Hill and the Sikhs had not. But William Con- 
nor refused to make a distinction between two squadrons 
of Bengal Cavalry which had been driven back upon the 
Guards' square and the Sikhs who fretted on their bits, 
as it were. 

The Berkshire Regiment had done its wcwrk in gallant 
style up the steep slopes of Dihilbat, and cleared the 
summit of Osman Digna's men, and followed them with 
a raking fire as they retreated wildly into the mimosa 
bushes on the plain. The Berkshures were not by 
nature proud of stomach, but CcMinor was a popular 
man, and the incident of the Sick Horse Depdt, as 
reported by Corporal Bagshot, who kept a diary and 
a dictionary, tickled their imagination, and they went 
forth and swaggered before the Indian Native Con- 
tingent, singing a song made by Bagshot and trans- 
lated into Irish idiom by William Connor. The song 
was meant to humiliate the Indian Native Contingent, 
and the Sikhs writhed under the raillery and looked 
black — so black that word was carried to McNeill 
himself, who sent orders to the officers of the Berk- 
shire Regiment to give the offenders a dressing down; 
for the Sikhs were not Fellaheen, to be heckled with 
impunity. 

That was why, twenty*four hours afl^r the offending 
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song was made, it was suppressed; and in the sergeants' 
mess William Connor told the story how, an hour be- 
fore, he had met Subadar Goordit Singh in the en- 
campment, and the Subadar in a rage at the grin on 
Connor's face had made a rush at him, which the Irish- 
man met with his foot, spoiling his wind. That had 
ended the incident for the moment, for the Sikh re- 
membered in time, and William Connor had been 
escorted ^'Berkshire way*' by Corporal Bagshot and 
Henry Withers. As the tale was told over and over 
again, there came softly from the lips of the only other 
Irishman in the regiment, Jimmy Coolin, a variant verse 
of the song that the great McNeill had stopped: 

'* Where is the shame of it, 
Where was the blame of it, 
William Connor dear?" 

It was well for Graham, Hunter, McNeill, and their 
brigades that William Connor and the Berkshires and 
the Subadar Goordit Singh had no idle time in which 
to sear their difficulties, for, before another khamsin 
gorged the day with cutting dust, every department of 
the Service, from the Commissariat to the Balloon De- 
tachment, was filling marching orders. There was a 
collision, but it was the agreeable collision of prepara- 
tion for a fight, for it was ordained that the Berk- 
shires and the Sikhs should go shoulder to shoulder 
to establish a post in the desert betwe^ Suakim and 
Tamai. 

"D'ye hear that, William Connor dear?" said Private 
Coolin when the orders came. "An' y'U have Subadar 
Goordit Singh with his kabars and bis bhistis and his 
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tdhcx>ly bearers an' his Lushai dandies ah' his bloomm' 
bullodc-carts steppin' on y'r tail as ye travel, Misthff 
Connor!" 

''Me tail is the tail of a kangaroo; I'm strongest 
where they tread on me, Coolin," answered Connor. 
"An' drinkin' the divil's chlorides from the tins of the 
mangy dhromedairy has turned me insides into a foundry. 
I'm metal-plated, Coolin." 

"So ye'U need if ye meet the Subadar betune the 
wars!" 

"Go back to y'r condinsation, Coolin. Bring water 
to the thirsty be gravitation an' a four-inch main, an' 
shtrengthen the sowl of the Subadar wid hay cake, for 
he'll want it agin the day he laves Tamai behind! Go 
back to y'r condinsation, Coolin, an' take truth to y'r 
soul that there's many ways to die, an' one o' thim's in 
the commysariat, Coolin — shame for ye!" 

Coolin had been drafted into the Commissariat and 
was now variously employed, but chiefly at the Sand- 
bag Redoubt, where the condensing ship did duty, some- 
times at the south-east end of the harbour where the 
Indian Contingent watered. Coolin hated the duty, and 
because he was in a bitter mood his tongue was like a 
leaf of aloe. 

"I'll be drinkin' condinsed spirits an' 'atin' hay cake 
whin the vultures do be peckin' at what's lift uv ye 
whin the Subadar's done wid ye. I'd a drame about 
ye last noight, William Connor dear — ^three times I 
dreamed it." 

Suddenly Connor's face was clouded. "Whist, thin, 

Coolin," said he hoarsely. "Hadendowas I've no fear 

,uv, an' Subadars are Injy nagurs anyhow, though fellow- 
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soldiers uv the Quane that's good to shtand befront uv 
biscuit-boxes or behoind thim; an* wan has no fear of 
the thing that's widout fear, an' death's iron enters in 
aisy whin mortiai strength's behoind it But drames^ — 
I've had enough uv drames in me toime, I have that, 
CooHnl" He shuddered a Httle. "What was it ye 
dramed again, Coolin? Was there anything but the 
dramin' — anny noise, or sound, or spakin'?" 

Coolin lied freely, for to disturb William Connor was 
iittle enough compensation for being held back at Suakim 
while the Berkshires and the Sikhs were off for a scrim- 
mage in the desert 

"Nothin' saw I wid open eye, an' nothin' heard," he 
answered; "but I dramed twice that I saw ye lyin' 
wid y'r head on y'r arm and a hole in y'r jacket. Thin 
il waked suddin', an' I felt a cold wind goin* over me — 
three toimes; an' a hand was laid on me own face, an' 
it was cold an' smooth — like the hand uv a Sikh, Wil- 
liam Connor dear." 

Connor suddenly caught Coolin's arm. "D'ye say 
that!" said he. "Shure, I'll tell ye now why the chills 
rin down me back whin I hear uv y'r drame. Thrue 
things are drames, as I'll prove to ye — as quaye as con- 
.din§ation an' as thrue, Coolin; fer condinsation comes 
out uv nothin', and so do drames • . . There was Mary 
Haggarty, Coolin — ye'll not be knowin' Mary Haggarty. 
It was momin' an' evenin' an' the first day uv the world 
where she were. That was Mary Haggarty. An' ivery 
'shtep she tuk had the spring. uv the first sod of Adin. 
Shure no, ye didn't know Mary Haggarty, an' ye niver 
will, Collin, fer the sod she trod she's lyin' under, an' 
.she'll niv<?r rise up no more." 
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"Per choice Til take the sod uv Erin to the sand ut 
the Soudan," said Coolin. 

**Ye*il take what ye can get, Coolin; fer wid a 
splinterin' bullet in y'r gizzard ye lie where ye fall." 

"But Mary Haggarty, Connor?" 

"I was drinkin' hard, ye understand, Coolin — drinkin*, 
loike a dhromedairy — ivery day enough to last a wake, 
an' Mary tryin' to stop me betoimes. At last I tuk the 
pledge — an' her on promise. An' purty, purty she 
looked thin, an' shtepping loight an' foine, an' the wed- 
din' was coming an. But wan day there was a foire, 
an' the police coort was burned down, an' the gaol was 
that singed they let the b'ys out, an' we rushed the 
police an' carried off the b'ys, an' " 

"An* ye sweltered in the juice!" broke in Coolin 
with flashing eyes, proud to have roused Connor to 
this secret tale, whidi he would tell to the Berkshires 
as long as they would listen, that it should go down 
through a long line of Berkshires, as Coolin's tale of 
William Connor. 

"An* I sweltered in the swill," said Connor, his eye 
with a cast quite shut with emotion, and the other 
nearly so. "An' wance broke up agin aflher tin months' 
goin' wake and watery, was like a steer in the com. 
There was no shtoppin' me, an' " 

"Not Mary Haggarty aither?" 

"Not Mary Haggarty aitheh" 

"Oh, William Connor dear!" 

"Ye may well say, *0h, William Connof dear.' 
Twas what she said day by day, an' the heart uv mc 
loike Phataryoh's. Thrue it is, Coolin, that the hand uv 
mortial man has an ugly way uv squazin' a womia's 
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heart dry whin, at last, to his coaxin' she lays it tinder 
an' ansuspectin' on the inside grip uy it" 

"But the heart uv Mary Haggarty, Connor." 

"Twas loike a flower under y'r fut, Coolin, an' 
a heavy fut is to you. She says to me wan day, 'Ye're 
breakin' me heart, William Connor,' says she. 'Thin 
I'll sodder it up agin wid the help uv the priest,' says 
L *That ye will not do,' says she; 'wance broken, 'tis 
broke beyond mendin'.' *Go an wid ye, Mary Haggarty 
darlin',' says I, laughin' in her face, *hivin is yr home.' 
•Oh, I'll be goin' there, William Connor,' says she, TU 
be goin' there betimes, I hope.' 'How will it be?' 
says I; *be foire or wather, Mary darlin'?' sa)rs L *Ye 
shall know whin it comes,' says she, wid a quare look 
in her eye." 

"An' ye did?" asked Coolin, open-mouthed and 
staring; for never had he seen Connor with aught on 
his face but a devil-may-care smile. 

"Ordered away we was next avenin', an' sorra the 
glimpse of Mary Haggarty to me— for Headquarters is 
a lady that will not be denied. Away we wint overseas. 
Shlapin' I was wan noight in a troop-ship in the Bay 
uv Biscay; an' I dramed I saw Maiy walkih' along the 
diif by — ^well, tis no matter, fer ye've niver been there, 
an' 'tis no place to go to unheedin'. Manny an' manny 
a toime I'd walked with Mary Haggarty there. There's 
a steep hill betune two pints uv land. If ye go low on't 
ye're safe enough — if ye go high it crumbles, an' down 
ye shlip a hunder fut into the say. In me drame I 
saw Maiy onthinkin', or thinkin' maybe about me an' 
not about the high path or the low — ^though 'tis only 
tihe low that's used these twinty years. Her head was 
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down. I tried to call her. She didn't hear, but wint 
an an' an. All at wanst I saw the ground give way. 
She shlipped an' snatched at the spinifex. Wan minnit 
she held, an' thin slid down, down into the say. An' I 
woke caUin' Mary, Mary in me throat" 

"Ye dramed it wance only, Connor?" said Coolin, 
with the insolent grin gone out of his eyes. 

"I dramed it three toimes, an' the last toime, whin 
I waked, I felt a cold wind go over me. Thin a hand 
touched me face — the same as you, Coolin, the same aa 
you. Drames are thrue things, Coolin." 

"It was thrue, thin, Connor?" 

A look of shame and a curious look of fear crept 
into Coolin's face; for though it was not true he had 
dreamed of the hand on his face and the cold wind 
blowing over him, it was true he had dreamed he saw 
Connor lying on the ground with a bullet-hole in his 
tunic. But Coolin, being industrious at his trencher, 
often had dreams, and one more or less horrible 
about Connor had not seemed to him to matter at all. 
It had sufficed, however, to give him a cue to chafif the 
man who had knocked the wind out of Subadar Goordit 
Singh, and who must pay for it one hour or another in 
due course, as Coolin and the Berkshires knew full 
well. 

"It was thrue, thin, William Connor?" repeated- 
Coolin. 

"As thrue as that yander tripod pump kills wan^ 
man out uv ivery fifty. As thrue as that y'r com beef 
from y'r commysariat tins gives William Connor thirst, 
Coolin." 
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"She w^ drownded, Connor?" said Coolin in a 
whisper. 

"As I draitaed it, an' allowin* fer difference uv toime, 
at the very hour, Coolin. 'Tis five years ago, an' I take 
it hard that Mary Haggarty spakes to me through you. 
Tis a wamin', Coolin." 

"Twas a lie I told you, Connor — 'twas a lie!" And 
Coolin tried to grin. 

Connor's voice was like a woman's, soft and quiet, 
as he answered: "Ye'll lie fast enough, Coolin, whin the 
truth won't sarve; but the truth has sarved its turn this 
toime." 

"Aw, Connor dear, only wan half's thrue. As I'm a 
man — only wan half." 

"Go an to y'r condinsation, Coolin, fer the face uv 
ye's not fit fer dacint company, wan side paral3rtic wid 
lyin', an' the other struck simple wid tellin' the truth. 
An' see, Coolin, fer the wamin' she give ye fer me, the 
kit I lave is yours, an' what more, be the will uv God! 
An* what ye've told me ye'll kape to y'self, Coolin, or 
hell shall be your portion." 

"He tuk it fer truth an' a warnin', an' he would not 
be denied," said Coolin to Henry Withers, of the Sick 
Horse Dep6t, two hours afterwards, when the Berkshires 
and the Sikhs and the Bengalese were on the march 
towards Tamai. 

"The bloomin' trick is between the Hadendowas and 
the Subadar," answered he of the Sick Horse Depdt 

"Ye take it fer a wamin', thin?" asked Coolin un- 
easily. 

"I believe you," answered Henry Withers, 
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As for William Connor, when he left Suakim, his 
foot was light, his figure straight, and he sent a running 
fire of laughter through his company by one or two 
^'insinsible remarks," as Coolin called them. 

Three hours' marching in the Soudan will usually 
draw off the froth of a man's cheerfulness, but William 
Connor was as light of heart at Tofiik as at Suakim, 
and he saw with pleasure two sights — the enemy in the 
distance and the 15th Sikhs on their right flank, with 
Subadar Goordit Singh in view. 

"There's work 'ere to-day for whoever likes it on 
the 'opl" said Henry Withers, of the Sick Horse 
Depdt, as he dragged his load of mimosa to the 
zeriba; ior he had got leave to come on with his regi- 
ment. 

"You'll find it 'otter still when the vedettes and 
Cossack Posts come leadin' in the Osnum Digners. If 
there ain't hosdllations on that rectangle, strike me in 
the night-lights 1" said Corporal Bagshot, with his eye 
on the Bengalese. "Blyme, if the whole bloomin' 
parallogram don't shiver I" he added; "for them Osnum 
Digners 'as the needle, and they're ten to one, or Pm a 
bloater!" 

"There's Gardner guns fer the inimy an' Lushai 
dandies fer us,'* broke in Conncwr, as he drove a stake 
in the ground, wet without and dry within — "an' Gardner 
guns are divils on the randan. Whin they get to work 
it's loike a self-actin' abbatoir." 

"I 'opes ye like it, Connor. Bloomin' picnic for you 
when the Osnum Digners eat sand. What ho!" 

"I have no swarms of conscience there, Billy Bag- 
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shot For the bones uv me frinds that's lyin' in this 
haythen land, Til clane as fur as I can reach. An' 1*11 

have the run uv me belt to-day, an " he added, 

then stopped short as the order came from McNeill 
that the Berkshires should receive dinner by half-bat- 
talions. 

"An' 'igh time," said Corporal Bagshot. "What 
with mardiin' and zeribakin* and the sun upon me tank 
since four this momin', I'm dead for food and buried 
for water. I ain't no bloomin' salamanker to be grilled 
and say thank-ye, and I ain't no bloomin' camomile to 
bring up me larder and tap me tank when Coolin's 
commissaryat hasn't no orders." 

"Shure ye'll run better impty, Billy boy," said Connor. 
"An' what fer do ye need food before y'r execution?" 
he added, with a twist of his mouth. 

"Before execution j ye turkey cock — before execution 
is the time to eat and drink. How shall the bloomin' 
carnage gore the Libyan sands, if there ain't no refresh- 
ment for the vitals and the diagrams?" 

"Come an wid ye to y'r forage-cake, thin — an' take 
this to ye," added Connor slyly, as he slipped a little 
nicked-plated flask into Billy Bagshot's hand. 

**With a Woking crematory in y'r own throat See 
you bloomin' furder!" answered Billy Bagshot. 

"I'm not drinkin' to-day," answered Connor, with a 
curious look in the eye that had no cast "I'm not 
drinkin', you understand." 

"Ain't it a bit momentary?" said Bagshot, as they 
sat down* 

"Momentary be toimes," answered Connor evasively. 

"Are you eatin' at this bloomin' swaree, then?" 

Donovan Pasha, 1 9 
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"Tm Aiver aff me forage-cake!" answered Connor, 
and he ate as if he had had his tooth in nothing for a 
month. 

A quarter of an hour later, the Sikhs were passing 
the Berkshire zeriba, and the Berkshires, filing out, 
joined them to cut brushwood. A dozen times the 
Subadar Goordit Singh almost touched shoulders with 
Connor, but neither spoke, and neither saw directly; for 
if once they saw each other's eyes the end might come 
too soon, to the disgrace of two regiments. 

Suddenly, the forbidden song on William Connor 
and the Subadar arose among the Berkshires. No one 
knew who started it, but it probably was Billy Bagshot, 
who had had more than a double portion of drink, and 
was seized with a desire to celebrate his thanks to 
Connor thus. 

In any case the words ran along the line, and were 
carried up in a shout aniid the crackling of the brush- 
wood — 

" Where was the shame of it, 
Where was the blame of it, 
William Connor dear?" 

That sort of special providence which seems to 
shelter the unworthy, gave India and the Berkshires 
honour that hour when the barometer registered 
shame; for never was mercury more stormy than shot 
up in the artery of two men's wills when that song rose 
over the zeriba at Tofrik. They were not fifty feet 
apart at the time, and at the lilt of that chorus they 
swung towards each other like two horses to the bugle 
on parade. 
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"A guinea to a brown but Janders goes large!'* said 
Billy Bagshot under his breath, his eye on the Subadar 
and repenting him of the song. 

But Janders did not go large; for at that very mo- 
ment there came the bugle-call for the working parties 
to get into the zeriba, as from the mimosa scrub came 
hundreds upon hundreds of ''Osnum Digners" hard 
upon the heels of the vedettes. 

"The Hadendowas 'as the privilege," said Billy 
Bagshot, as the Berkshires and the Sikhs swung round 
and made for the zeriba. 

"What's that ye say?" said Connor, as the men 
stood to their arms. 

"Looked as if the bloomin' hontray was with the 
Subadar, but the Hadendowas 'as the honour to hinvite 
sweet William!" 

"Murther uv man — look — look, ye Berkshire boar! 
The Bengals is breakin' line!" 

"Hosdllations 'as begun!" said Bagshot, as, dis- 
organised by the vedettes riding through their dank 
into the zeriba, the Bengalese wavered. 

"'Tis your turn now — go an to y'r gruel!" said 
Connor, as Bagshot with his company and others were 
ordered to move over to the Bengalese and steady 
them. 

"An' no blOomin' sugar either," Bagshot called back 
as he ran. 

"Here's to ye thin!" shouted Connor, as the enemy 
poured down on their zeriba on the west and the 
Bengalese retreated on them from the east, the Billy 
Bagshot detachment of Berkshires rallying them and 
firing steadily, the enemy swarming after and stamped- 

|8* 
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ing the mules and camels. Over the low bush fence, 
over the unfinished sandbag parapet at the southwest 
salient, spread the shrieking enemy like ants, stabbing 
and cutting. The Gardner guns, as Connor had said, 
were "fer the inimy," but the Lushai dandies were 
for the men that managed them that day; for the 
enemy came too soon — in shrieking masses to a hand- 
to-hand miUe, 

What India lost that hour by the Bengalese the 
Sikhs won back* Side by side with them the Berk- 
shires cursed and raged and had their way; and when 
the Sikhs drew over and laid themselves along the 
English lines a wild cheer went up from the Berkshires. 
Wounded men spluttered their shouts from mouths 
filled with blood, and to the welcoming roars of the 
Berkshires the Sikhs showed their teeth in grim smiles, 
*?and done things," as Billy Bagshot said when it was 
all over. 

But by consent of every man who fought under 
McNeill that day, the biggest thing done among the 
Sikhs happened in the fiercest moment of the rush on 
the Berkshire zeriba. Billy Bagshot told the story 
that night, after the Lushai dandies had carried off the 
wounded and the sands of the desert had taken in the 
dead. 

"Tyke it or leave it, 'e 'ad the honours of the day,*' 
said Bagshot, "'e and Janders — old Subadar Goordit 
Singh. It myde me sick to see them Bengalesey, some 
of 'em 'ookin it to Suakim, some of 'em retirin* on the 
seraphim, which is another name for Berkshires. It 
ain't no sweet levee a-tryin' to rally 'eathen 'ands to do 
their dooty. So we 'ad to cover 'em back into the 
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zeriba of the seraphim— which is our glorious selves. 
A bloomin' 'asty puddin' was that toumamong, but it 
wasn't so bloomin' 'asty that the Subadar and William 
Connor didnt finish what they started for to do when 
the day was young." 

"Did Janders stick the b'y?" said Coolin, who had 
just come in from Suakim with the Commissariat 
camels. "Shure, I hope to God he didn't!" He was 
pale and wild of eye. 

"Did a bloomin' sparrow give you 'is brains when 
you was changed at birth? Stick William Connor-— 
I believe you not! This is what 'appencd, me bloomin 
sanitary. When I got back be*ind the 'eavenly parapet, 
there was William Connor in a nice little slaughter- 
house of 'is own. *E was doin' of 'isself proud — too 
busy to talk. All at once 'e spies a flag the Osnum 
Digners 'ad planted on the 'eavenly parapet. 'E opens 
'is mouth and gives one yell, and makes for that bit of 
cotton. 'E got there, for 'e would not be denied. 'E 
got there an' 'e couldn't get back. But 'e made a rush 
for it " 

"A divil he was on rushes," broke in Private Coolin, 
wiping his mouth nervously. 

"'E's the pride of 'is 'ome and the bloomin' brigade, 
bar one, which is the Subadar Goordit Singh. For 
w'en the Subadar sees Connor in 'is 'ole, a cut across 
'is jaw, doin' of 'is trick alone, away goes Subadar 
Goordit Singh and two of 'is company be'ind 'im for to 
rescue. 'E cut with 'is sword like a bloomin' picture. 
'E didn't spare 'is strength, and 'e didn't spare the 
Osnum Digners. An' 'e come back, an' he brought 
with bim William Connor — that's all what come back," 
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"How long did William live?" said Coolin. *'He 
was a good frind to me was Connor, a thrue frind he 
was to me. How long did the b'y live?" 

"'E lived long enough to 'ave McNeill shake 'im by 
the 'and. 'E lived long enough to say to the Subadar 
Goordit Singh, *I would take scorn uv me to lave 
widout askin' y'r pardon, Subadar.' And the Subadar 
took 'is 'and and salaamed, and showed 'is teeth, which 
was meant friendly." 

"What else did Connor say?" asked Coolin, 
eagerly. 

"'E said 'is kit was for you that's spoilin' a good 
name in the condinsation of the commissaryat, Coolin." 

"But what else?" said Coolin. "Nothin' about a 
drame at all?" 

"Who's talkin' about dreams?" said Bagshot "'E 
wasn't no bloomin' poet 'E was a man. What 'e 
said 'e said like a man. 'E said 'e'd got word from 
Mary — which is proper that a man should do when 'e*s 
a-chuckin' of 'is tent-pegs. If 'e ain't got no mother — 
an' Connor 'adn't — 'is wife or 'is sweetheart 'as the 
honour." 

"Oh, blessed God," said Coolin, "I wish I hadn't 
towld him — I wish I hadn't towld the b'y." 

"Told 'im wot?" said Bagshot. 

But Cooli^ of the Commissariat did not answer; his 
head was on his arms, and his arms were on his knees. 



THE FLOWER OF THE FLOCK. 

I. 

"'E WAS a flower," said Henry Withers of the Sick 
Horse Depdt. 

"A floower in front garden!" ironically responded 
Holgate the Yorkshire engineer, as he lay on his back 
on the lower deck of the Osiris, waiting for Fielding 
Pasha's orders to steam up the river. 

"'E was the bloomin' flower of the flock," said Henry 
Withers, with » cross between a yawn and a sigh, and 
refusing to notice Holgate's sarcasm. 

"AwVe heerd on 'em, the floowers o' the flock — 
they coom to a bad end mostwise in Yarkshire — nipped 
in t' blood loike! Was tha friend nipped untimely?" 

"Pd give a bloomin' camomile to know!" 

"Deserted or summat?" 

"Ow yus, 'e deserted — to Khartoum," answered 
Withers with a sneer. "The 'owlin' sneak went in 
'idin' with Gordon at Khartoum!" 

"Aye, aw've heerd o' Gordon a bit," said Holgate 
dubiously, intent to further anger the Beetle, as Henry 
Withers was called. 

"Ow yus, ow verily yus! An' yVe 'eard o* Julius 
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Csesar, an' Nebucha'nezzar, an' Florence Noightiii- 
gale, 'aven't you — you wich is chiefly bellyband and 
gullet." 

"Aye, aw've eaten too mooch to-day," rejoined 
Holgate placidly, refusing to see insult "Aw don't 
see what tha friend was doin' at Khartoum wi' Goor- 
don." 

"'B was makin' Perry Davis' Pain Killer for them at 
'ome who wouldn't send Gordon 'elp when the 'eathen 
was at 'is doors a 'underd to one. 'E was makin' it for 
them to soothe their bloomin' pains an' sorrers when 
Gordon an' Macnamara 'ad cried 'elp I for the lawst 
toime!" 

" Aw've taken off ma hat to Goordon's newy — he be 
a fine man — head for macheens he has,"— Holgate's 
eyes dwelt on his engine lovingly; "but aw've heerd 
nowt o' Macnamara—rnever nowt o' him. Who was 
Macnamara?" 

"'E was the bloomin' flower of the flpck-— r'e was my 
pal as took service in the Leave-me-alone-to-die Regi- 
ment at Khartoum." 

"Aw've never read o' Macnamara. Dost think tha'U 
ever know how he went?" 

"I ain't sayin' 'as 'e went, an' I ain't thinkin' as 'e 
went. Pm waitin' like a bloomin' telegarpher at the end 
of a wire. 'E was the pick o' fifteen 'underd men was 
Macnamara." 

"What sent t' laad to Goordon?" 

"A-talkin' of 'isself silly to two lydies at onct" 

"Aye, theer's the floower o' the flock. Breakin' 
hearts an' spoilin' lives — aw've seen them floowers 
bloomin'," 
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"'E ' didn't break no witherin' 'eaxts, an' 'e didn't 
spoil no lives, The lydies was both married afore Mac- 
namara got as far as Wady Halfar. 'E break 'earts — 
not much! 'E went to Khartoum to be quiet." 

"Aw'm pityin' the laads that married them lasses.*^ 

"'Ere, keep your bloomin' pity. I wuz one. An' if 
your pity's 'urtin' yer, think of 'im as 'adn't no wife nor 
kid to say when 'ee's dead, *Poor Peter Macnamara, 'e 
is gone.' " 

"A good job too, aw'm thinkin'." 

"An' a bloomin' 'ard 'eart y' 'ave. Wantin' of a man 
to die without leavin* 'is mark — 'is bleedin' 'all-mark on 
the world. I 'ave two — two kids I 'ave; an' so 'elp 
me Gawd, things bein' as they are, I wouldn't say no- 
thin' if one of 'em was Macnamara's — wich it ain't — no 
fear!" 

"Was Macnamara here you wouldn't say thaat to 
his faace, aw'm thinkin'." 

"I'd break 'is 'ulkin' neck first. I ain't puttin' these 
things on the 'oardins, an' I ain't thinkin' 'em, if 'ee's 
alive in the clutches of the 'eathen Kalifer at Homdur- 
man. There's them as says 'e is, an' there's them as 
says 'e was cut down after Gordon. But it's only 
Gawd-forsaken Arabs as says it, an' they'll lie wichever 
way you want 'em." 

"Aye, laad, but what be great foolks doin' at Cairo? 
They be sendin' goold for Slatin an' Ohrwalder by 
sooch-like heathen as lie to you. If Macnamara be 
alive, what be Macnamara doin'? An' what be Wingate 
an' Kitchener an' great foolks at Cairo doin'?" 

"They're sayin', * Macnamara, 'oos 'e? 'E ain't no 
class, 'Oo wants Macnamara!'" 
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Holgate raised himself on his elbow, a look of in- 
terest in his face, which he tried to disguise. "See, 
laad," he said, "why does tha not send messenger tha- 
self — a troosty messenger?" 

"'Ere, do you think Pm a bloomin' Crcesus? Fve 
done the trick twice — ten pounds o' loot once, an' ten 
golden shillins another. Bloomin' thieves both of 'em 
— said they wuz goin' to Homdurman, and didn't — not 
much! But one of 'em went to 'eaven with cholery, 
an' one is livin' yet with a crooked leg, wich is less than 
I wuz workin' for." 

Holgate was sitting bolt upright now. "Didst tha 
save them ten sooverins to get news o' Macnamara, 
laad?" 

"Think I bloomin' well looted 'em — go to 'ell!" said 
Henry Withers of the Sick Horse Depdt, and left the 
lower deck of the Osiris in a fit of sudden anger. 



II. 

Up in Omdurman Peter Macnamara knew naught of 
this. He ran behind his master's horse, he sat on his 
master's mat, he stood in the sun before his master's 
door, barefooted and silent and vengeful in his heart, 
but with a grin on his face. When Khartoum fell he 
and Slatin had been thrown into the Saier loaded with 
irons. Then, when the Mahdi died he had been made 
the slave of the Khalifa's brother, whose vanity was 
flattered by having a European servant. The Khalifa 
Abdullah being angry one day with his brother, vented 
his spite by ordering Macnamara back to prison again. 
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Later the Khalifa gave him to a favourite Emir for a 
servant; but that service was of short duration, for on a 
certain morning Macnamara's patience gave way under 
the brutality of his master, and he refused to help him 
on his horse. This was in the presence of the Khalifa, 
and Abdullah was so delighted at the discomfiture of 
the Emir that he saved the Irishman's life, and gave 
him to Osman Wad Adam, after he had been in irons 
three months and looked no better than a dead man. 
Henceforth things went better, for Osman Wad Adam 
was an Arab with a sense of humour, very lazy and 
very Hcentious, and Macnamara's Arabic was a source 
of enjoyment to him in those hours when he did no- 
thing but smoke and drink bad coffee. Also Macna- 
mara was an expert with horses, and taught the waler, 
which Osman Wad Adam had looted from Khartoum, 
a number of admired tricks. 

Macnamara wished many a time that he could take 
to the desert with the waler; but the ride that he must 
ride to Wady Haifa was not for a horse. None but 
a camel could do it Besides, he must have guides, 
and how was he to pay guides? More than once he had 
tried to get a word with Slatin, but that was dangerous 
for them both — most dangerous for Slatin, who was 
now the servant of the Khalifa Abdullah himself. Slatin 
was always suspected, and was therefore watched care- 
fully; but the Khalifa knew that Macnamara had no 
chance to escape, for he had no friends in Cairo, no 
money, and no more could have bought a camel than a 
kingdom. Escaping from the city itself, he could but 
die in the desert. 

He had only one Arab friend — little MahommecJ 
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Nafar the shoemaker. The shoemaker was friendly to 
him for a great kindness done in the days when they 
both lived in Khartoum and ere the Arab deserted to 
the camp of the MahdL But what help could Ma- 
hommed Nafar give him unless he had money? With 
plenty of money the shoemaker might be induced to 
negotiate with Arab merchants coming from Dongola or 
Berber into Omdurman to get camels, and arrange an 
escape down the desert to Wady Haifa; but where was 
the money to come from? 

One day, at a great review, when the roar of the 
drums rivalled the hoarse shouts of the Mahdists, and 
the Baggaras, for a diversion, looted one quarter of the 
town, Macnamara was told by his master that Slatin had 
been given by the Khalifa to Mahommed Sherif, and 
was going to Darfiir. As a kind of farewell barbecue, 
whether or not intended by the KhaJifa as a warning to 
his departing general, ten prisoners had their feet and 
hands cut of in the Beit-el-Mal, and five lost their heads 
as well as their hands and feet. 

"It makes my blood run cold," said Slatin softly in 
English, as Macnamara passed him, walking at his 
master's stirrup. 

"Mine's boilin', sir!" answered Macnamara. 

Slatin's eyes took on a more cheerful look than they 
usually carried, for it was many a day since he had 
been addressed with respect, and the "sir" touched 
a mellow chord within him — memory of the days when 
he was Governor of Darfdr. Suddenly he saw the 
Khalifa's eyes fixed on Macnamara, and the look, for 
a wonder, was not unfriendly. It came to him that 
perhaps the Khalifa meant to take Macnamara for bis 
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own servant, for it flattered his vanity to have a white 
man at his stirrup and on his mat. He knew that the 
Khalifa was only sending himself to Darfur that he 
might be a check upon Mahommed Sherif. He did 
not think that Macnamara's position would be greatly 
bettered, save perhaps in bread and onions, by being 
taken into the employ of the Khalifa. His life would 
certainly not be safer. But, if it was to be, perhaps 
he could do a good turn to Macnamara by warning 
him, by planting deep in the KhaUfa's mind the Irish- 
man's simple-minded trustworthiness. When, therefore, 
the Khalifa suddenly turned and asked him about Mac- 
namara he chose his words discreetly. The Khalifa, 
ever suspicious, said that Macnamara had been thrown 
into prison twice for insubordination. To this Slatin 
replied: 

"Sire, what greater proof could be had of the man's 
simplicity? His life is in your hands, sire. Would he 
have risked it, had he not been the most simple-minded 
of men? But you who read men's hearts, sire, as others 
read a book, you know if I speak truth." Slatin bent 
his head in humility. 

The flattery pleased the Khalifa. 

"Summon Osman Wad Adam and the man to me," 
he said. 

In the questioning that followed, Macnamara's Arabic 
and his understanding of it was so bad that it was 
necessary for Slatin to ask him questions in English. 
This was a test of Macnamara, for Slatin said some 
things in English which were not for the Khalifa's 
knowing. If Macnamara's face changed, if he started, 
Abdullah's suspicions, ever ready, would have taken form* 
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But Macnamara's wits were not wool-gathering, and 
when Slatin said to him, "If I escape, I will try to 
arrange yours," Macnamara replied, with a respectful 
but placid stohdity: "Right, sir. Where does the old 
sinner keep his spoof?" 

It was now for Slatin to keep a hold on himself, for 
Macnamara's reply was unexpected. Ruling his face to 
composure, however, he turned to the Khalifa and said 
that up to this moment, Macnamara had not been will- 
ing to become a Mahommedan, but his veneration for 
the Mahdi's successor was so great, that he would em- 
brace the true faith by the mercy of God and the per- 
mission of the Khalifa. When the Khalifa replied that 
he would accept the convert into the true faith at once, 
Slatin then said to Macnamara: 

"Come now, my man, I've promised that you will 
become a Mahommedan — it's your best chance of 
safety." 

"I'll see him on the devil's pitchfork first," said 
Macnamara; but he did not change countenance. "I'm 
a Protestant and I'll stand be me baptism." 

"You'll lose your head, man," answered Slatin. "Don't 
be a fool." 

"I'm keepin' to what me godfathers and godmothers 
swore for me," answered Macnamara stubbornly. 

"You must pretend for awhile, or you'll be dead in 
an hour — and myself too." 

"You! — that's a different nose on me face," answered 
Macnamara. "But suppose I buck when I get into the 
mosque? — no, begobs, I'll not be doin' it!" 

"I'll say to him that you'll do it with tears of joy, if 
you can have a month for preparation," 
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^*Make it two an* Pm your man, seein' as youVe lied 
for me, sir. But on wan condition: where does he keep 
his coin?" 

"If you try that on, you'll die bit by bit like the men 
in the Beit-el-Mal to-day," answered Slatin quickly. 

"Pm carvin' me own mutton, thank-ye kindly, sir," 
answered Macnamara, 

"Pve heard that part of his treasure is under his 
own room," went on Slatin quickly, for he saw that the 
Khalifa's eyes had a sinister look — the conversation had 
been too long. 

"Speak no more!" said Abdullah sharply. "What 
is it you say, my son?" he added to Slatin. 

"He has been telling me that he is without educa- 
tion even in his own faith, and that he cannot learn 
things quickly. Also he does not understand what to 
do in the mosque, or how to pray, and needs to be 
taught. He then asked what was impossible, and I had 
to argue with him, sire." 

"What did he ask?" asked the Khahfa, his fierce 
gaze on Macnamara. 

"He wished to be taught by yourself, sire. He said 
that if you taught him he would understand. I said 
that you were the chosen Emperor of the Faithful, the 
coming king of the world, but he replied that the 
prophets of old taught their disciples with their own 
tongues." 

It was a bold lie, but the Khalifa was flattered, and 
made a motion of assent. Slatin, seeing his advantage, 
added: 

"I told him that you could not spare the time to 
teach him, sire; but he said that if you would talk to 
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him for a little while every day for a month, after he 
had studied Arabic for two months, he would be ready 
to follow your majesty through life and death/' 

"Approach, my son," said the Kalifa to Macnamara 
suddenly. Macnamara came near. He understood Arabic 
better than he had admitted, and he saw in this three 
months' respite, if it were granted, the chance to carry 
out a plan that was in his mind. The Khalifa held out 
a hand to him, and Macnamara, boiling with rage in- 
wardly and his face flushing — which the Khalifa mistook 
for modesty — kissed it. 

"You shall have two moons to learn Arabic of a 
good teacher every day, and then for one moon I 
myself will instruct you in the truth," said Abdullah. 
^*You shall wait at my door and walk by my stirrup 
and teach my horse as you have taught the English 
horse of Osman Wad Adam. Thy faithful service I 
will reward, and thy unfaithfulness I will punish with 
torture and death." 

"I'll cut the price of the kiss on those dirty fingers 
from a Dervish joint," muttered Macnamara to himself, 
as he took his place that evening at the Khalifa's door. 

One thing Macnamara was determined on. He 
would never pray in a Mahommedan mosque, he would 
never turn Mohammedan even for a day. The time had 
come when he must make a break for liberty. He must 
have money. With money Mahommed Nafar, who was 
now his teacher-^Slatin had managed that — would move 
for him. 

Under the spur of his purpose Macnamara rapidly 
acquired Arabic, and steadfastly tried to make Mahom- 
med Nafar his friend, for he liked the little man, and 
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tiis same little man was the only Arab, save one, fboin: 
first to last, whom he would not have spitted on a 
bayonet. At first he chafed under the hourly duplicity 
necessary in his service to the Khalifa, then he took an 
interest in it, and at last he wept tears of joy over 
his dangerous proficiency. Day after day Maaiamara 
waited, in the hope of making sure that the Khalifa's 
treasure was under the room where he slept Upon 
the chance of a successful haul, he had made fervid 
promises, after the fashion of his race, to the shoemaker 
Mahommed Nafar. At first the shoemaker would have 
nothing to do with it: helping prisoners to escape meant 
torture and decapitation; but then he hated the Khalifa, 
whose Baggaras had seized his property, and killed his 
wife and children; and in the end Macnamara prevailed. 
Mahommed Nafar found some friendly natives from 
the hills of Gilif, who hated the Khalifa and his tyran- 
nous governments, and at last they agreed to attempt 
the escape. 



m. 

A MONTH went by. Lust, robbery, and murder ruled 
in Omdurman. The river thickened with its pollution, 
the trees within the walls sickened of its poison, the 
bones of the unburied dead lay in the moat beyond the 
gates, and, on the other side of the river, desolate 
Khartoum crumbled over the streets and paths and 
gardens where Gordon had walked. The dty was a 
pit of infamy, where struggled, or wallowed, or died to 
the bellowing of the Khalifa's drum and the hideous 

Donovan Patha* l^ 
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mirth of his Baggaras, the victims of Abdullah. But 
out in the desert — the Ba3ruda desert — ^between Om- 
durman and Old Dongola, there was only peace. Here 
and there was ^a valley of dry bones," but the sand 
had washed the bones dean, the vultures had had their 
hour and flown away, the dihrit of deserted villages had 
been covered by desert stormsy and the dear blue sky 
and ardent sun were over all, joyous and inmiaculate. 
Out in the desert there was only the life-giving air, the 
opal sands, the plaintive evening sky, the eager morn- 
ing breeze, the desolated villages, and now and then in 
the vast expanse, stretching hundreds and hundreds of 
miles south, an oasis as a gem set in a doth of faded 
gold. 

It would have seemed to any natural man better to 
die in the desert than to Uve in Omdurman. So thought 
a fugitive who fled day and night through the Bayuda 
desert, into the sandy wastes, beyond whose utmost 
limits lay Wady Haifa, where the English were. 

Macnamara had conquered. He had watched his 
chance when two of the black guard were asleep, and 
the Khalifa was in a stupor of opium in the harem, had 
looted Abdullah's treasure, and carried the price of the 
camels and the pay of the guides to Mahommed Nafar 
the shoemaker. 

His great sprawling camel, the best that Mahonmied 
Nafar could buy of Ebn Haraf, the sheikh in the Gilif 
Hills, swung down the wind with a long, reaching 
stride, to the point where the sheikh would meet him, 
and send him on his way with a guide. If he reached 
the rendezvous safely, there was a fair chance of final 
escape* 
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Moonlight, and the sand swishing from under the 
velvet hoofs of the camel, the silence like a filmy cloak, 
sleep everjrwhere, save at the eyes of the fugitive. Hour 
after hour they sprawled down the waste, and for 
numberless hours they must go on and on, sleepless, 
tireless, alert, if the man was to be saved at all. As 
morning broke he turned his eye here and there, fearfuf 
of discovery and pursuit. Nothing. He was Uone with 
the sky and the desert and his fate. Another two hours 
and he would be at the rendezvous, in the cover of the 
hills, where he would be safe for a moment at least 
But he must keep oAead of all pursuit, for if Abdullah's 
people should get in front of him he would be cut off 
from all hope. There is little chance to run the blockade 
of the desert where a man may not hide, where there 
is neither water, nor feed, nor rest, once in a hundred 
miles or more. 

For an hour his eyes were fixed, now on the desert 
behind him, whence pursuit should come, now on the 
golden-pink hills before him, where was sanctuary for 
a moment, at least . . . Nothing in all the vast space 
but blue and grey — ^the sky and the sand, nothing that 
seemed of the world he had left; nothing save the rank 
smell of the camel, and the Arab song he sang to hasten 
the tired beast's footsteps. Mahommed Nafar had taught 
him the song, saying that it was as good to him as 
another camel on a long journey. His Arabic, touched 
off with the soft brogue of Erin, made a little shrill by 
weariness and peril, was not the Arabic of Abdin Palace, 
but yet, under the spell, the camel's head ceased sway- 
ing nervously, the long neck stretched out bravely, and 
they came on together to the Gilif Hills, comrades iii 
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distress gallant and unafraid. . . . Now tlie rider looked 
back less than before, for the hills were near, he was 
crossing a ridge which would hide him from sight for 9 
few miles, and he kept his eyes on the opening in the 
irange where a few dom-trees marked the rendezvous* 
His throat was dry, for before the night was half over 
he had drunk the littie water he carried; but the Arab 
song still tame from his lips: 

** Doos ya lellee / DoosyaUlUe! 
Tread, Oh joy of my life, tread lightly! 
Thy feet are the wings of a dove, 
And thy heart is of fire. On thy wounds 
I will pour the king's salve. I will hang 
On thy neck the long chain of wrought gold, 
When the gates of Bagdad are before us — 
Doos ya lelUei Doos ya lelUe!" 

He did not cease singing it until the camel had 
staggered in beneath the dom-trees where Ebn Mazar 
waited. Macnamara threw himself on the ground be- 
side the prostrate camel which had carried him so weD, 
and gasped, "Water!" He drank so long from Ebn 
Haraf's water-bag that the Arab took it from him. 
Then he lay on the sands hugging the ground close hke 
a dog, till the sheikh roused him with the word that he 
must mount another camel, this time with a guide, 
Mahmoud, a kinsman of his own, who must risk his life 
-;— at a price. EEalf the price was paid by Macnamara 
to the sheikh before they left the shade of the palm^ 
trees, and, striking through the hills, emerged again into 
the desert farther north.. 

In the open waste the strain and the peril began 
^gain, but Mahmoud, though a boy in years, was a mao 
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in Wisdom and a "brother of eagles" in endurance: 
Ctnd he was' the second Arab who won Macnamara's 
heart 

It was Miahmoud's voice now that quavered over the 
beads of the camels and drove them on; it was his eye 
which watched the horizon. The hours went by, and 
no living thing appeared in the desert, save a small 
cloud of vultures, heavy from feasting on a camel dead 
in the waste, and a dark brown snake flitting across 
their path. Nothing all day save these, and nothing all 
the sleepless night, save a desert wolf stealing down the 
sands« Macnamara's eyes burned in his head with 
weariness, his body became numb, but Mahommed 
Mahmoud wbuld allow no pause. They must get so 
far ahead the first two days that Abdullah's pursuers 
might not overtake them, he said. Beyond Dongola, at 
a place appointed, other camels^would await them, if 
Mahmoud's tribesmen there kept faith. 

For two days and nights Macnamara had not slept, 
for forty-six hours he had been constantly in the saddle, 
but Mahommed Mahmoud allowed him neither sleep 
nor rest 

Dongola came at last, lying far away on their right 
With Dongola, fresh camels; and the desert flight began 
again. Hour after hour, and not a living thing; and 
then, at last, a group of three Arabs on camels going 
south, far over to their right These suddenly turned 
and rode down on them. 

"We must fight," said Mahmoud; "for they see you 
are no Arab." 

"PU take the one with the jibbeh," said Macnamara 
coolly, with a pistol in bi« left band and a sword in hi$ 



2^4 tONOVAN t^ASttA, ETC. 

right "PU take him first Here's the tap off yer 
me darlins!" he added as they turned and faced 
dervishes. 

"We must kill them all, or be killed," said Mahmc 
as the dervishes suddenly stopped, and the one 
the jibbeh called to Mahmoud: 

"Whither do you fly with the white Egyptian?" 
"If you come and see you will know, by the merc^| 
of God!" answered Mahmoud. 

The next instant the dervishes charged. Macnamara 
marked his man, and the man with the jibbeh fell 
from his camel. Mahmoud fired his carbine, missed, 
and closed with his enemy. Macnamara, late of the 
7th Hussars, swung his Arab sword as though it were 
the regulation blade and he in sword practice at Alder- 
shot, and catching the blade of his desert foe, saved his 
own neck and gave tbe chance of a fair hand-to-hand 
combat 

He met the swifl strokes of the dervish with a cool 
certainty. His weariness passed from him; the joy of 
battle was on him. He was wounded twice — in the 
shoulder and the head. Now he took the offensive. 
Once or twice he circled slowly round the dervish, 
whose eyes blazed, whose mouth was foaming with 
fury; then he came on him with all the knowledge and 
the skill he had got in Httle Indian wars. He came on 
him, and the dervish fell, his head cut through like a 
cheese. 

Then Macnamara turned, to see Mahmoud and the 
third dervish on the ground, struggling in each other's 
arms. He started forward, but before he could reach 
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the two, Mahmoud jumped to his feet with a reeking 
knife, and waved it in the air. 

"He was a kinsman, but he had to die," said 
Mahmoud as they mounted. He turned towards the 
bodies, then looked at the camels flying down the desert 
towards Dongola. 

"It is as God wills now," he said. "Their tribes- 
men will follow when they see the camels. See, my 
camel is wounded!" he added, with a gasp. 



IV. 

Two days following, towards evening, two wounded 
men on foot trudged through the desert haggard and 
bent The feet of one — an Arab — had on a pair of 
red slippers, the feet of the other were bare. Mahmoud 
and Macnamara were in a bad way. They were in 
very truth "walking against time." Their tongues were 
thick in their mouths, their feet were lacerated and 
bleeding, they carried nothing now save their pistols 
and their swords, and a small bag of dates hanging at 
Macnamara's belt. Prepared for the worst, they trudged 
on with blind hope, eager to die fighting if ihey must 
die, rather than to perish of hunger and thirst in the 
desert Another day, and they would be beyond the 
radius of the Khalifa's power: but would they see another 
day? 

They thought that question answered, when, out of 
the evening pink and opal and the golden sand behind 
them, they saw three Arabs riding. The friends of the 
$lain Dervishes were come to take revenge, it seemed. 
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The two men looked at each other, but they did not try 
to speak. Macnamara took from his shirt a bag of gold 
and offered it to Mahmoud. It was the balance of the 
payment promised to Ebn Mazar. Mahmoud salaamed 
and shook his head, then in a thick voice said; "It is 
my life and thy Hfe. If thou diest I die. If thou livest, 
the gold is Ebn Haraf 's. At Wady Haifa I will claim 
it, if it be the will of God." 

The words were thick and broken, but Macnamara 
understood him, and they turned and faced their pur- 
suers, ready for life or death, intent to kill — and met 
the friends of Ebn Haraf, who had been hired to take 
them on to Wady Haifa! Their rescuers had been 
pursued, and had made a dSlour and forced mirch, 
thus coming on them before the time appointed. In 
three days more they were at Wady Haifa. 

Mahmoud lived to take back to Ebn Mazar the other 
hundred pounds of the gold Macnamara had looted 
from the Khalifa; and he also took something for him^' 
self from the British officers at Wady Haifa. For him 
nothing remained of the desperate journey but a couple 
of scars. 

It was different with Macnamara. He had to take 
a longer journey still. He was not glad to do it, for he 
liked the look of the English faces round him, and he 
liked what they said to him. Also, he was young 
enough to ^*go a-roaming still," as he said to Heniy 
Withers. Besides, it sorely hurt his pride that no 
woman or child of his would be left behind to lament 
him. Still, when Henry told him he had to go, he took 
it like a man. 

"'Ere, it aia't no use,** said Henry to bim the dajr 
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he got to Wady Haifa. "'Ere, old pal, it ain't no 
use. You 'ave to take your gniel, an' you 'ave to take 
it alone. What I want to tell yer quiet and friendly, 
old pal, is that yer drawfted out — all the way out — for 
good!" 

"'Sh — did ye think I wasn't knowin' it, me b'y?" 
Macnamara's face clouded. "Did ye think I wasn't 
knowin' it? Go an' lave me alone," he added quickly. 

Henry Withers went out pondering, for he was sur« 
it was not mere dying. that fretted Macnamara. 

The next d^y the end of it all came. Henry Withers 
had pondered, and his mind was mad^ up to do a 
certain thing. Towards evening he sat alone in the 
room where Maciiamara lay asleep — almost his very 
last sleep. All at once Macnamara's eyes opened wide* 

"Kitty, Kitty, me darlin'," he murmured vaguely. 
Then he saw Henry Withers. 

"I'm dyin'," he said, breathing heavily. "Don't 
call anny one, Hinry," he added brpkenly. "Dyin's that 
aisy — aisy enough, but for wan thing." 

"'Ere, speak out, Pete." 

"Sure, there's no wan but you, Withers, not a wife 
nor a child av me own to say, 'Poor Peter Macnamara, 
he is gone.' " 

"There's one," said Henry Withers firmly. "There's 
one, old pal," 

"Who's that?" said Macnamara huskily. 

"Kitty." 

"She's no wife," said Macnamara, shaking his head. 
"Though she'd ha' been that, if it hadn't been for Mary 
Malone." 

"She's mine, an' she 'as the marriage lines," said 
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Henry Withers. "An* there's a kid — wich ain't mine 
— bom six months after I 'Oo says no kid won't re* 
mark, 'Poor Macnamara, 'ee is gone, wich 'ee was my 
faderl'" 

Macnamara trembled; the death-sweat dropped from 
his forehead as he raised himself up. 

"Kitty — a kid av mine — and she married to Hinry 

Withers! — an' you saved me, too- " Macnamara's 

eyes were wild. 

Henry Withers took his hand. 

"'Ere, it's all right, old pal," he said cheerfully. 

"What's the kid's name?" said Macnamara. 

"Peter — same as yours." 

The voice was scarce above a breath. "Sure, I 
didn't know at all. An' you forgive me, Hinry darlin,' 
you forgive me?" 

"I've nothing to forgive," said Henry Withers. 

A smile lighted the blanched face of the dying man. 
^*Give me love, to the b'y — to Peter Macnamara," he 
said, and fell back with a smile on his face. 

"I'd do it again. Wot's a lie so long as it does 
good?" said Henry Withers afterwards to Holgate the 
engineer. "But tell 'er — tell Kitty? no fear! I ain't no 
bloomin* fool. 'E's 'appy — ^that's enough. She'd cut 
me 'eart out, if she knowed I'd lied that lie." 



THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS. 

I. 

Dimsdale'3 prospects had suddenly ceased by the 
productive marriage of a rich uncle late in life; and 
then his career began. He went to Egypt at the tim^ 
when men who knew things had their chance to do 
things. His information was general and discursive, 
but he had a real gift for science: an inheritance from 
a grandfather who received a peerage for abstruse poli- 
tical letters written to the Times and lectures before the 
Royal Institution. Besides, he had known well and 
loved inadvertently the Hon. Lucy Gray, who kept a 
kind of social Kindergarten for confiding man, whose 
wisdom was as accurate as her face was fair, her manners 
simple, and her tongue demure and biting. 

Egypt offered an opportunity for a man like Dims- 
dale, and he always said that his going there was the 
one inspiration of his Ufe. He did not know that this 
inspiration came from Lucy Gray. She had purposely 
thrown him in the way of General Duncan Pasha, who, 
making a reputation in Egypt, had been rewarded by a 
good command in England and a K.CB. 
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After a talk with the General, who had spent his 
Egyptian days in the agreeable strife with native pre- 
miers and hesitating Khedives, Dimsdale rose elated, 
with his mission in his hand. After the knock-down 
blow his uncle had given him, he was in a fighting 
mood. General Duncan's tale had come at the psycho- 
logical moment, and hot with inspiration he had gone 
straight off to Lucy Gray with his steamship ticket in 
his pocket, and told her he was going to spend his life 
in the service of the pasha and the fellah. When she 
asked him a little bitingly what form his disciplined 
energy would take, he promptly answered: 

"Irrigation." 

She laughed in his face softly. "What do you know 
about irrigation?" she asked. 

"I can learn it — ^it's the game to play out there, Tm 
sure of that," he answered. 

"It doesn't sound distinguished," she remarked 
drily. 

Because she smiled satirically at him, and was un* 
responsive to his enthu^asm, and gave him no chance 
to tell her of the nobility of the work in which he was 
going to put his life; of the work of the Pharaohs in 
their day, the hope of Napoleon in his, and the creed 
Mahomet Ali held and practised, that the Nile was 
Egypt and Egypt was irrigation — because of this he 
became angry, said unkind things, drew add comments 
upon himsdf, and left her with a last good-bye. He 
did not realise that he had played into the hands o( 
Lucy Gray in a very childish mann^. For in scheming 
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tfiat he should go to Egypt she had planned also that 
he should break with her; for she never had any real 
intention of marrying him, and yet it was difficult to 
make him turn his back on her, while at the same time 
she was too tender of his feelings to turn her back on 
him; She held that anger was the least injurious of 
all grounds for separation. In anger there was no 
humiliation. There was something dignified and brave 
^bout a quarrel, while a growing coolness which must 
end in what the world called "jilting" was humiliating. 
Besides, people who quarrel and separate may meet 
again and begin over again; impossible in the other 
circumstance. 



II. 

' In Egypt Dimsd^e made a reputation; not at once, 
but he did make it. The first two years of his stay he 
had plenty to do. At the end of the time he could 
hav^ drawn a map of the Nile firom Uganda to the 
Barrages; he knew the rains in each district from the 
region of the Sadds to the Little Borillos; there was 
not a canal j from the small Bahr Shebin to the big 
Rayeh Menoufieh or the majestic Ibrahimieh, whose 
slope, meaxk velocity and discharge he did not know; 
and he carried in his mind every drainage cut and 
contour from Tamis to Damanhur, from Cairo to Beltim. 
He knew neither amusement nor so<?iety, for every wak-. 
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ing hour was spent in the study of the Nile and what 
the Nile might do. 

After one of his journeys up the Nile, Imshi Pasha, 
the Minister of the Interior, said to him: "Ah, my dear 
friend, with whom be peace and power, what have you 
seen as you travel?" 

"I saw a fellah yesterday who has worked nine 
months on the corvee — six months for the Government 
and three for a pasha the friend of the Government 
He supplied his own spades and baskets; his lantern was 
at the service of the Khedive; he got his own food as. 
best he could. He had one feddan of land in his own^ 
village, but he had no time to work it or harvest it. 
Yet he had to pay a house-tax of five piastres, a war- 
tax of five piastres, a camel-tax of five piastres, a palm- 
tax of five piastres, a salt-tax of nine piastres, a poll-tax 
of thirty piastres, a land-tax of ninety piastres. The 
canal for which he was ta^ed gave his feddan of land 
no water, for the pasha, the friend of the Government, 
took all the water for his own land." 

Prince Imshi stifled a yawn. "I have never seen so 
much at one breath, my friend. And having seen, you 
feel now that Egypt must be saved — eh?" 

This Pasha was an Egyptian of the Egyptians — a 
Turk of the Turks, oriental in mind with the polish of 
a Frenchman. He did not like Dimsdale, but he did 
not say so. He knew it was better to let a man have 
his fling and come a cropper over his own work than 
to have him unoccupied, excited, and troublesome, espe- 
cially when he was an Englishman and knew about 
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what he was talkmg. Imshi Pasha saw that Dimsdale 
was a dangerous man, as all enthusiasts are, no matter 
how right-headed; but it comforted him to think that 
many a reformer, from Amenhotep down, had, as it 
were, cut his own throat in the Irrigation Department. 
Some had tried to distribute water fairly, efficiently and 
scientifically, but most of them had got lost in the under- 
bush of officialdom, and never got out of the wood again. 
This wood is called Backsheesh. Reformers like Dims- 
dale had drawn straight lines of purpose for the salva- 
tion of the country, and they had seen these straight 
lines go crooked under their very eyes, with a devihsh 
smoothness. Therefore Imshi Pasha, being a wise man 
and a deep-dyed official who had never yet seen the 
triumph of the reformer and the honest Aryan, took 
Dimsdale's hands and said suddenly, with a sorrowful 
break in his voice: 

*'Ah, my friend, to tell the whole truth as God gives 
it, it is time you have come. • Egypt has waited for you 
— the man who sees and knows. I have watched you 
for two years. I have waited, but now the time is ripe. 
You shall stretch your arm over Egypt and it will rise 
to you. You shall have paper for plans, and men and 
money for travel and works — cuttings, and pumps, and 
sand-bags for banks and barrages. You shall be second 
in your department — ^but first in fact, for shall not I, 
your friend, be your chief? And you shall say *Go 
there,* and they shall go, and 'Come here,' and they 
shall come. For my soul is with you for Egypt, Oh 
friend of the fellah and saviour of the land. Have I 
not heard of the great reservoirs you would make in the 
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Fayoum, of the great dam at Assouan? Have I not 
heard, and waited, and watched? and now . . ." 

He paused and touched his breast and his forehead 
in respect. 

Dimsdale was well-nigh taken off his feet It seemed 
too wonderful to be true: a free hand in Egypt, and 
under Imshi Pasha, the one able Minister of them all, 
who had, it was said, always before resisted the irriga- 
tion schemes of the foreigners, who believed only in the 
corvee and fate! 

Dimsdale rejoiced that at the beginning of his 
career he had so inspired the powerful one with con- 
fidence. With something very Uke anotion he thanked 
the Minister. 

"Ah, my dear friend," answered the Pasha, "the 
love of Egypt has helped us to understand each other. 
And we shall know each other better still by-and-by — 
by-^d-by. . . . You shall be gazetted to-morrow. Allah 
preserve you from all error 1" 



lir. 

This began the second period of Dimsdale's career* 
As he went forth from Cairo up the Nile with great 
designs in his mind, and an approving Ministry behind 
him, he had the feeling of a hunter with a sure quany 
before him. Now he remembered Lucy Gray; and he 
flushed with a delightful and victorious indignation re* 
pxembering his last hour with her. He even sentiment- 
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ally recalled a song he oiice wrote for her sympathetic 
yoice. The song was called "No Man's Land." He 
recited two of the verses to himself now, with a kind of 
unction: 

/*And we have wandered far, my dear, and we have loved 
apace; 
A little hut we built upon the sand; 
The sun without to brighten it— within your golden face: 
Oh happy dream, Oh h&ppy No Man^s Land ! 

''The pleasant furniture of spring was set in all the fields, 
^ And sweet and wholesome all the herbs and flowers; 
' Our snnple doth, my dear, was spread with aU the orchard 
. . yields, 

And frugal only were the passing hours." 

A wave of feeling passed over him suddenly. Those 
verses were youth ^ and youth was gone, with all its 
flushed and spirited dalliance and reckless expenditure 
of feeling.. Youth was behind him, and love was none 
of his, nor any cares of home, nor wife nor children; 
nothing but ambition now, and the vanity of successful 
labour. 

Sitting on the deck of the S^ at El Wasta, he 
looked round him. In the far distance was the May- 
doum Pyramid, "the Imperfect One,'* unexplored by 
man these thousands of years, and all round it the soft 
yellowish desert, with a mirage quivering over it in the 
distance, a mirage of trees and water and green hills. 
A caravan lounged its way slowly into the waste. At 
the waterside, here and there devout Mahommedans 
were saying; their prayers, now- standing, now bowing 
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towards the east, now kneeling and touching the ground 
with the fbrdiead. Then, piercing and painfully musical^ 
came the call of the muezzin from the turret of the 
mosque a quarter of a mile away. Near by the fellah 
worked in his onion-field; and on the khiassas loaded 
with feddan at the shore, just out of the current, and 
tied up for the night, sat the riverine folk eating their 
dourha and drinking black coffee. Now Dimsdale 
noticed that, nearer still, just below the Sefi, on the 
shore, sat a singing-girl, an a'l'meh, with a dark-faced 
Arab beside her, a kemengeh in his lap. Looking down, 
Dimsdale caught their eyes, nodded to them, and the 
singing-girl and the kemengeh-player got to their feet 
and salaamed. The girPs face was in the light of even- 
ing. Her dark skin took on a curious reddish radiance, 
her eyes were lustrous and her figure beautifuL The 
kemengeh-player stood with his instrument ready, and 
he hfled it in a kind of appeal. Dimsdale beckoned 
them up on dedc. Lighting a cigarette, he asked the 
a'l'meh to sing. Her voice had the curious vibrant note 
of the Arab, and the words were in singular S3rmpathy 
with Dimsdale's thoughts: 

• * 

"I have a journey to make, and perils are in hiding. 
Many moons must I travel, many foes meet; 
A morsel of bread my food, a goolah of water for drinking, 
Desert sand for my bed, the moonlight my sheet. . » 
Come, my love, to the scented palms: 
Behold, the horn* of remembrance!" 

For the moment Dimsdale ceased to be the practical 
^entist — be was all sentinventalist, He gave himself 



^ 



THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS. 307 

the luxury of retrospection, he enjoyed the languorous 
moment; the music, the voice, the tinkle of the tambourine, 
the girl herself, sinuous^ sensuous. It struck him that 
he had never seen an a'Pmeh so cleanly and so finely 
dressed, so graceful, so delicate in manner. It struck 
him also that the kemengeh-player was a better-class 
Arab than he had ever met. The man's face attracted 
him, fascinated him. As he looked it seemed familiar. 
He studied it, he racked his brain to recall it Suddenly 
he remembered that it was Uke the face of a servant of 
Imshi Pasha — a kind of moufifetish of his household. 
Now he studied the girl. He had never seen her before; 
of that he was sure. He ordered them coffee, and 
handed the girl a gold piece. As he did so, he noticed 
that among several paste rings she wore one of value. 
All at once the suspicion struck him: Imshi Pasha had 
sent the girl — to try him perhaps, to gain power over 
him maybe, as women had gained power over strong 
men befbre. But why should Imshi Pasha send the girl 
and his moufifetish on this miserable mission? Was not 
Imshi Pasha his friend? 

Quietly smoking his cigarette, he said to the man: 
''You may go, Mahommed Melik; I have had enough. 
Take your harem with you," he added quickly. 

The man scarcely stirred a muscle, the woman flushed 
deeply. 

"So be it, effendi," answered the man, rising un- 
moved, for his sort know not shame. He beckoned to 
the girL For an instant she stood hesitating, then with 
sudden fury she threw on the ta:ble beside him the gold 
piece Dimsdale had giyen her, 

20* 
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'Magnoon!" she said, with blazing eyes, and ran 
after the man. 

"I may be a fool, my dear," he said after her; "but 
you might say the same of the pasha who sent you 
here." 

Dimsdale was angry for a moment, and he said some 
hard words of Imshi Pasha . as he watched the two 
decoys hurry away into the dusk. He thought it no- 
thing more serious than an attempt to know of what 
stuff he was made. He went to bed with dreams of vast 
new areas watered for summer rice, of pumping-stations 
lifling millions of cubic metres of water per day; of 
dykes to be protected by bulrushes and birriya weeds; 
of great desert areas washed free of carbonates and 
sulphates and selling at twenty pounds an acre; of a 
green Egypt with three crops, and himself the Regenerator, 
the Friend of the Fellah. 

In this way he soon forgot that he had remembered 
Lucy Gray, and the incident of the girl ceased to trouble. 
His progress up the river, however, was marked by 
incidents whose significance he did not at once see. 
Everywhere his steamer stopped people came with 
backsheesh in the shape of butter, cream, flour, eggs, 
fowls, cloths, and a myriad things. Jewels from mummy 
cases, antichi, donkeys, were offered him: all of which 
he steadfastly refused, sometimes with contumely. Officials 
besought his services with indelicate bribes, aiid by 
devious hospitalities and attentions more than one 
governor sought to bring his projects for irrigation in 
line with their own particular duplicities. ^ 
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"Behold, effendi,". said one to whom Dimsdale's 
honesty was monstrous, "may God preserve you from 
harm — the thing has not been known, that all men shall 
fare alike. It is not the will of God." 

"It is the will of God that water shall be distributed 
as I am going to distribute it; and that is, according to 
every man's just claim," answered Dimsdale stubbornly, 
and he did not understand the vague smile which met 
his remark. 

It took him a long time to realise that his plans 
approved by Lnshi Pasha, were constantly coming to 
naught; that after three years' work, and extensive in- 
vention and travel, and long reports to the Ministry, and 
encouragement on paper, he had accomplished nothing; 
and that he had no money with which to accomplish, 
anything. Day in, day out, week in, week out, month 
in, month out, when the whole land lay sweltering 
with the moist heat of flood-time, in the period of 
the khamsin, in the dry heat which turned the hair grey 
and chapped the skin like a bitter wind, he slaved and 
schemed, the unconquerable enthusiast, who built houses 
which immediately fell down. 

Fifty times his schemes seemed marching to fulfil- 
ment; but something always intervened. He wrote 
reams of protest, he made many arid journeys to Cairo,, 
he talked himself hoarse; and always he was met by the 
sympathetic smiling of Imshi Pasha, by his encouraging 
approval. , 

"Ah^ my dear friend, may Heaven smoothe your path I 
Jt i$ coming right ^l will be weU^ Time i§ man's 
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friend. The dam shall be built. The reservoirs shall 
be made. But we are in the hands of the nations.' 
Poor Egypt cannot act alone— our Egypt that we love. 
The Council sits to-morrow — ^we shall see." This was* 
the fashion of the Pasha's speech. 

After the sitting of the Council, Dimsdale would be 
sent away with unfiruitful promises. 

FutiUty was written over the Temple of Endeavour, 
and by-and-by Dimsdale lost hope and health and heart 
He had Nilotic fever, he had ophthalmia; and hot with 
indomitable will, he had striven to save one great basin 
from destruction, for one whole week, without sleeping 
or resting night and day: working like a navvy, sleeping 
like a fellah, eating like a Bedouin. 

Then the end came. He was stricken down, and 
lay above Assouan in a hut by the shore, from which he 
could see the Temple of Philae, and Pharaoh's Bed, and 
the great rocks, and the swift-flowing Nile. Here lay 
his greatest hope, the splendid design of his life — the 
great barrage of Assouan. With it he could add to the 
wealth of Egypt one-half. He had believed in it, had 
worked for it and how much else! and his dreams and 
his working had come to naught He was sick to death 
—not with illness alone, but with disappointment and 
broken hopes and a burden beyond the powers of any 
one man. 

He saw all now: all the falsehood and treachery and 
corruption. He realised that Imshi Pasha had given 
him his hand that he might ruin himself, that* his own 
Schemes might overwhelm him in the end. At every 
turn he had been frustrated — by Imshi Pasha: three 
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years of underground circumvention, with a superficial 
approval and a mock support. 

He lay and looked at the glow, the sunset glow of 
pink and gold on the Libyan Hills, and his fevered eyes 
scarcely saw them; they were only a part of this last 
helpless, senseless dream. life itself was very far away 
— ^practical, generous, hot-blooded life. This distance 
was so ample and full and quiet, this mystery of the 
desert and the sky was so immense, the spirit of it so 
boundless, that in the judgment of his soul nothing 
mattered now. As he lay in reverie, he heard his servant 
talking: it was the tale of the Mahdi and British valour 
and hopeless fighting, and a red mart3rrdom set like a 
fixed star in a sunless sky. What did it matter — what 
did it all matter, in this grave tremendous quiet wherein 
his soul was hasting on? 

The voices receded; he was alone with the immeasur- 
able world; he fell asleep. 



rv. 

When he woke again it was to find at his bedside 
a kavass from Imshi Pasha at Cairo. He shrank in- 
wardly. The thought of the Pasha merely nauseated 
him, but to the kavass he said: ''What do you want, 
Mahommed?" 

The kavass smiled; his look was agreeably mys- 
terious, his manner humbly confidential, his tongue 
officially dehberate. . 
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*'Efftndina chSk yasha-^Mxy the great lord live for 
ever! I bring good news.*' 

^* Leave of absence, eh?"' — answered Dimsdale feebly, 
yet ironically; for that was the thing he expected now 
of the Minister, who had played him like a bail on a 
racquet these three years past 

The kavass handed him a huge blue envelope, salaam- 
ing impressively. 

"May my life be thy sacrifice, effendi/' he said, and 
salaamed again. "It is my joy to be near you." 

"We have tasted your absence and found it bitter, 
Mahommed," Dimsdale answered in kind, with a touch 
of plaintive humour, letting the envelope fall from his 
fingers on the bed, so little was he interested in any 
fresh move of Imshi Pasha. "More txicks," he said to 
himself between his teeth. 

- '< Shall I open it, eiFendi? It is the word that thy 
life shall carry large plumes." : 

"What a blitherer you are, Mahommedl Rip it open 
and let's have it over." 

The kavass handed him a large letter, pedantically 
and rhetorically written; and Dimsdale, scarce glancing 
at it, sleepily said: "Read it out, Mahommed. Skip the 
fliiinmery in it, if you know how." 

Two minutes later Dimsdale sat up aghast with a 
surprise that made his heart thump painfully, made his 
head go round. For the letter conveyed to him the fact 
that diere had been placed to the credit 'of his depart- 
ment, subject to his .X)wn disposal for irrigation works, 
the sum of .eight hundred thousand pounds; and ap- 
pended was the copy of 9, letter (row tb^ Cais§e de I51 



THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS. 313 

Dette graQting tliree^fourQis of this sum, and authorising 
its expenditure. Added to all was a ^ort scrawl from 
Imshi Pasha himself, beginning, "God is with the patient, 
my dear friend," and ending with the remarkable state- 
ment: "Inshallah, we shall now reap the reward of our 
labours in seeing these great works accomplished at last, 
in spite of the suffering thrust upon us by our enemies 
— to whom perdition come." 

Eight hundred thousand pounds! 

• . ■ 

In a week Dimsdale was at work again. In another 
month he was at Cairo, and the night after his arrival 
he attended a ball at the Khedive's Palace. To Fielding 
Bey he poured out the wonder of his soul at the chance 
that had been given him at last He seemed to think 
it was his own indomitable patience, the work that he 
had done, and his reports, which had at last shamed 
the Egyptian Government and the Caisse de la Dette 
into doing the right thing for the country and to 
him. 

He was dumfounded when Fielding repHed; "Not 
much, my Belisarius. As Jmshi Pasha always was, so 
he will be to the end. It wasn't Imshi Pasha, and it 
wasn't EngUsh influence, and it wasn't the Caisse de 
la Dette, each by its lonesome, or all together by 
initiative." 

"What was it — who was it, then?" said Dimsdale 
breathlessly. "Was it you?— rl know you've worked for 
me. It wasn't backsheesh anyhow. But Imshi Pasha 
didn't turn honest and patriotic for nothing— I know 
that," 
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Fielding, who had known him aB. his life, looked at 
him curiously for a moment, and then, in a far-away 
sort €f mice, made recitative: 

" *Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray; 
And when I crossed the wild, 
I chanced to see at break of day 
The soUtaiy diild."» 

Dimsdale gasped, "Lucy Gray I" he said falteringly. 

Fielding nodded. "You didn't know, of course. 
She's been here for six months — ^has more influence 
than the whole diplomatic corps. Twists old Imshi 
Pasha round her little finger. She has played your 
game handsomely — Pve been in her confidence. Words- 
worth was wrong when he wrote: 

'No mate, no comrade Lucy knew; 

She dwelt on a wide moor: 
The sweetest thing that ever grew 

Beside a human door-^— ' 

For my wife's been her comrade. And her mate — 
would you like to know her mate? — she's married, you 
know." 

Dimsdale's face was pale. He was about to reply, 
when a lady came into view, leaning on the arm of an 
Agency Secretary. At first she did not see Dimsdale, 
then within a foot or two of him $he sudd^y stopped. 
The Secretary felt her hand twitch on his arm; then she 
clenched the fingers .firmly on her fan. 

"Ah, Dimsdale," Fielding said, "you must let me 
introduce you to Mrs. St John." 
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i : Dimsdale behaved very well, the lady perfectly. She 
held out both her hands to him. 

"We ia« eddy old friends, Mr. Dimsdale and I. I 
have kept the next dance Ibr ium/' ^le Jsudded, tmamg 

to Fielding, who smiled placidly and left witSi Hie 
Secretary. 

For a moment there was silence, then she said 
quietly: "Let me congratulate you on all you have done. 
Everybody is talking about you. They say it is wonder- 
ful how you have made things come your way. ... I am 
very, very glad." 

Dimsdale was stubborn and indignant and anything 
a man can be whose amour propre has had a shock. 

"I know all," he said bluntly. "I know what you've 
done for me." 

"Well, are you as sorry I did it as I am to know you 
know it?" she asked, just a little faintly, for she had 
her own sort of heart, and it worked in its own sort of 
way. 

"Why this sudden interest in my affairs? You laughed 
at me when I made up my mind to come to Egypt." 

"That was to your face. I sent you to Egypt" 

"You sent me?" 

"I made old General Duncan talk to you. The 
inspiration was mine. I also wrote to Fielding Pasha — 
and at last he wrote to me to come." 

"You— why " 

"I know more about irrigation than anyone in Eng- 
land," she continued illogically. "I've studied it I have 
all your reports. That's why I could help you here. 
They saw I knew,^^ 
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.Dimsdale shook a little. ''I didn't understand,*' he 
said. 

"You don't know my husband, I think," she added, 
rising slowly. "He is coming yonder with Imshi Pasha.'* 

"I know of him as a — millionaire," he answered, in 
a tone of mingled emotions. 

"I must introduce you," she said, and seemed to 
make an effort to hold herself firmly. "He will have 
great power here. Come and see me to-morrow," she 
added in an even voice. "Please come — Harry." 

In another minute Dimsdale heard the great financier 
Mn St John say that the name of Dimsdale would be 
for ever honoured in Egypt. 
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Atwct, effendt--YtSt noble sir. 

Allah — God. 

Allah'haly 'm alla-haly — A singsong of river-workers. 

Allah Kerim — Grod is bountiful. 

Alldhu Akhar — God is most Great. 

A'l'meh — Female professional singers, signifying **a learned female.** 

Antichi — Antiqui^es. 



Backsheesh — Tip, douceur, bribe. 

Balass — Earthen vessel for carrying water. 

Basha — Pasha. 

Bersitn — Grass. 

Bimbashi — Major. 

Bishareen — A native tribe. 

Bismillah — In the name of Grod. 

Bowab — A doorkeeper. 

Corvie — Forced labour. 

Dahaheah — A Nile houseboat with large lateen sails. 
Darahukkeh — A drum made of a skin stretched over aa earthen- 
' . ware funnel. 

Ddash- — (Literally) Treading. A ceremony performed on the re- 
turn of the Holy Carpet from Mecca. 
Dourha — Maize. 

Effendina — Highness. 

El aadah — The ordinary. 

El Azhar-^The Ar&b University at Cuiro. 
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Fantasia — Celebration with music, dancing and processions* 

Farshoot — The name of a native tribe. 

Fatihah — The opening chapter of the Koran, recited at wed- 
dings, &c. 

Feddan — The most common measure of land — a little less than an 
acre. Also dried hay. 

Fellahy (Plu.) Fellaheen-^Tht Egyptian peasant. 

Felucca — A small boat, propelled by oars or sails. 

Fesstkh—Sa\Xid& fish. 

Ghaffirs — Humble village officials. 

Ghawdzee — The tribe of public dafldng-girls. A female of this 
tribe is called "Ghdzeeyeh," and a man "Ghazee," but the 
plural Ghawdzee is generally understood as applying to the 
female. 

Ghtmah — The Mahommedan Sunday. 

Gippy — Colloquial name for an Egyptian soldier, 

Goolah — Porous water-jar of Nile mud. 

Hakim —"DooXor, 
Hanouti — Funeral attendants. 
Hari-kari — An Oriental form of suicide. 
Hashish — Leaves of hemp. 

Jnshallah — God willing. 

Jibbeh — Long coat or smock, worn by dervishes. 

, ■ ■■■ '•'* 

Kavass — An orderly. 
Kemengeh — A Cocoanut fiddle. 
Khamsin^^K hot wind of Egypt and the Soudan. 
Khedive— ThR title granted in 1867 by the Sultan of Turkey ta 

the ruler of Egypt. 
Khiassa — Small boat 

Khowagah — Gentleman. « 

Koran — The Scriptures of the Mahommedans. 
Kourbash — ^A stick, a whip. 

JA ildha illa-lldh-^Theie is no deity but God. . . 
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Mafish — Nothing. 

Magnoon — Fool. 

Malaish — No matter. 

Mamour — «A magistrate. 

Mankalah — A game. 

Mastdba — A bench. 

Mejidieh-^K Turkish Order. 

Mirkaz — District. 

Moghassils — Washers of the dead. 

Mouffetish — High steward. 

Mudir — ^A Grovembr of a Mudirieh or province. 

Muezzin — ^The sheikh of the mosque who calls to prayen 

Mushrabtek — Lattice window. 



Naboot — Quarter staff. 

Narghileh — The Oriental tobacco-pipe. 

Nishar'ak komm sdid — Greeting to you. 

Omddh — The head of a village. 
Ooster — One of the best sort. 



Ramadan — The Mahommedan season of fasting* 
Rets — Pilot 



Saadat el hasha — Excellency. 

Sdis — Groom. 

Sakkia — Persian water-wheel. 

Salaam — A salutation of the East; an obeisance, performed by 

bowing very low and placing the right palm on the forehead 

and on the breast. 
Sarraf—An accountant. 

Shadoof — Bucket and pole used by natives for lifting water. 
Shd*er — A reciter. (The singular of Sho'ara, properly signifjdng a 

poet.) 
Sheikk^Uheled — Head of a village. 
Shintiydn — Very wide trousers, worn by the women of the middle 

and higher orders. 
^//^— "The Lady.'* 
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Tarboosh — Fez or native turban. 
Tarah — A veil for the head. 

Ulema — Learned men. 

Waled — A boy. 

Wekeel — A deputy. 

Welee — A favourite of Heaven; colloquially a saint« 

Yashmak — A veil for the lower part of the face. 

Yelek — ^A long vest or smock, vom over the shirt and shintiydn. 

Zeriba—A, palisade. 



THE END. 
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Reminiscences i v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest x v. — Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, X875 — 1899 I v.— A Suffolk Court- 
ship X V. — Mode Bwgars' Hall x v. — 
East of Paris x v.— ^A Humble Lover x v. — 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. x v. — Martha 
Rose, Teacher x v. 

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.). 
In the Midst of Life XV. 

Birchenough, Mabel C 
Potsherds x v. 

Bisland, E.: v. Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm Gdrlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman. 

Black, William, f 1898. 

A Daughter of Heth a v. — In Silk At- 
tire a V. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton a v. — A Princess of Thule a v. — 
Kjlmeay z v. — The Maid of ELilleena, and 
other Stones i v. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 
Ladjr Silverdale*s Sweetheart, and otiiet 
Stories X r: — Madcap Violet a "?. — 



Green Pastures and Piccadilly 
Madeod of Dare a v. — White 
a V. — Sunrise a v. — The Beautiful' 
X V. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M 
the Highlands ; The Four Macnico! 
Pupil of Aurelius x v. — Shandoi 
(with Portrait) a v. — Judith Shak< 
a V. — The Wise Women of Ini 
etc. X V. — White Heather a v. — 
Zembra a v. — The Strange Adv 
of a House-Boat a v. — In Far Lc 
a V. — The New Prince Fortunatus 
Stand Fast, Craig- Royston lav. — ] 
Ross of Heimra a v. — The Mag 
and other Tales x v. — Wolfenber( 
The Handsome Humes a v. — Hi 
Cousins a V. — Briseis a v. — ^Wild £< 

" Black- Box Murder, 
Author of. 
The Bladc-Boz Murder x v. 

Blackmore, Richard Dodd 
t 1900. 

Alice Lorraine a v. — Mary Anerl 
— Christowell a v. — Tommy I 
a V. — Perlycross a v. 

"Blackwood." 

Tales from "Blackwood" fFkrst J 
XV. —Tales from "Blackwood" f. 
Series) xv. 

Blagden, Isa, f iS73« 

The Woman I loved, and the T 
who loved me; A Tuscan Weddii 

Blessington, Countess of 

guerite Grardiner), f 184c 

Meredith i v. — Strathem a v. • 
moirs of a Femme de Chambre 
Marmaduke Herbert a v. — C 
Quarters (with Portrait) a v. 

Bloomfield, Baroness. 

Reminiscences of Court and Dipl 
Life (with the Portrait of Her 2 
the Queen) a v. 

Boldrewood, Rolf. 

Robbery under Arms a v. — Nevi 
a V. 

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Ma] 

Lady Audley's Secret a v. — . 
Floyd a v. — Eleanor's Victor a v* - 
Marchmont's Legacy a v. — Henr 
\>ax a '9.--TVv«k \iw.\nt*% Wife 
Oti\j a. OsA T"^. — ^vt '^V5^«e% 
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win 2 ▼. — Dead-Sea Fruit a ▼. — Rnn to 
Earth 2 ▼. — Fenton's Quest 2 v. — The 
Lovels of Arden 2 ▼. — Strangers and 
Pilgrims 2 ▼. — Lucius Davoren 3 ▼. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 v. — Lost for Love 
2 ▼. — AStrange World 2 ▼. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men's Shoes 

2 ▼. — Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2 v. — 
Weavers andWeft x v. — In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales x v. — An Open Verdict 

3 V. — Vixen 3 v. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 
— The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as I 
am 2 ▼. — Asphodel 3 V. — Mount Royal 
2 V. — The Grolden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed XV. — Phantom Fortune 3 V. — 
Under the Red Flag x v. — Ishmael 3 v. 
— Wyllard's Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County x v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v.— The Fatal Three 
a V. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. —All along the River 
2 V. — Thou art the Man a v. — The Christ- 
msw Hirelings, etc. x v. — Sons of Fire 
2V. — London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice 
2 ▼. — In High Places a v. — His Darling 
Sin I V. — The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
a V. — The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love 
has Chains x v. -r During Her Majesty's 
Pleasure i v. 

Brassey, Lady, f 1887. 

A Voyage in the "Sunbeam" 2 v. — 
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties 2 v. 

<* Bread -Winners, the," Author 
of (Am.). 
The Bread -Winners x v. 

Bret Harte: vide Harte. 

Brock, Rev. William, f 1875. 
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. x' v. 

BrontS, Charlotte: vide Currer 
BelL 

Brontt!, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton BelL 

Brooks, Shirley, f 1874. 
The Silver Cord 3 V. — Sooner or Later 
3v. 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 

Station Life in New Zealand x v. — 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
/ r» — A Ycslt'b Housekeeping ia South 



Afiica X V. — Letters to Ghiy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues x v. — Colonial 
Memcnies x v. 

Broughton, Rhoda. 

Cometh up as a Flower x ▼. — Not 
wisely, but too well a v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 V. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
XV. — Nancy 2 v. — Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 V. — Behnda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid a V. — Alas lav. — Mrs. Blig^ 
XV. — A Beginner x v. — Scylla or 
Charybdls? x v. — Dear Faustina x v, — 
The Game and the Candle x v. — Foes in 
Law XV. — Lavinia x v. -— Mamma x v. 

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland. 
A Widower Indeed i v. 

Brown, John, f 1882. 
Rab and his Friends, and other Fajters x v* 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 

t 1861. 

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por- 
trait) X V. — Aurora Leigh x v. 

Browning, Robert, f 1889. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 V. 

BuUen, Frank T. 
The Cruise of the ** Cachalot " 2 v. 

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t 1873. 

Pelham (with Portrait) x v. — Eugene 
Aram x v. — Paul Clifford x v. -~ Zanoni 
XV, — The Last Days of Pompeii xv. — 
The Disowned x ▼. — Ernest Maltravers 
XV. — Alice XV. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine x v. — Devereux i v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland x v. — Rienzi 
XV. — Night and Morning x v. — The Last 
of the Biarons 2 v. — Athens a v. — The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller x v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v. — King Arthur 
2 V. — The New Timon, and St. Stephen's 
XV. — The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 V.— 
What will he do with it? 4 V. — Dramatic 
Works 2 V. — A Strange Story 2 v, — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mila- 
tusx V. — Miscellaneous Prose Works 4V. — 
Odes and Epodes of Horace a v. — Kenelm 
Chillingly ^v. — TVi^Cwsivw^^'^^^^x'q. — 
T\\©Pam\Mi* ^^.— ^^.\sa».TW»,'Q5«k'ts\t«,'' 

I taix 1 V. 
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Bulwer, Henry L3rtton (Lord 

Dalling), f 1872. 
Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of 
Viscount Palmerston 3 v. 

Bunyan, John, f 1688. 
The Pilgrim's Progress z v. 

"Buried Alone," Author of 

(Charles Wood). 
Buried Alone x ▼. 

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg- 
son (Am.). 

Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy z ▼. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha's Burglar i v. — The Pretty 
Sister of Jos6 x v. — A Lady of Quality 
2 V. — His Grrace of Osmonde 2 v. — The 
Shuttle 2 T. 

Bumey, Miss (Madame D'Ar- 

blay), f 1840. 
Evelina i t. 

Bums, Robert, f 1796. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) z r. 

Burton, Richard F., + 1890. 
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v. 

Bury, Baroness de: vide *'A11 
for Greed." 

Butler, A. J. 
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v. 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 1881. 

Jennie of "The Prince's," 2 ▼. — Won 
2 ▼. — Grreat Grenfell Gardens 2 ▼. — 
Nell — on and off the Stage 2 v. — From 
the Wings 2 v. 

B3n:on, Lord, f 1824. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Cafiyn, Mr8.Mannington (Iota). 

A Yellow Astn z ▼. — Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 V. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v. 

Caine, Hall. 

The Bondman 2 t. — The Manxman 
2 V. — The Christian 2 ▼. — The Eternal 
City 3 ▼. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. 

Cameron, Vcmey lUoveU. 
AcrogM Afric» z r. 



Campbell Praed, Mrs.: vide 
Praed. 

Carey, Rosa Nouchette. 

Not Like other Girls 2 ▼ " But Men 

must Work" x ▼. — Sir Godfrey's Grand- 
daughters 2 v.— The Old, Old Story 2 t. 
— Herb of Ghrace 2 v. — The Highway of 
Fate 2 ▼. — A Passage Perilous 2 ▼. — At 
the Moorings 2 ▼. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 

The French Revolution 3 V. — Fre- 
derick the Great X3 ▼. — Oliver Crom- 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 V. — The 
Life of Schiller x v. 

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.). 

Problems of To-Day i ▼. 

Carr, Alaric. 
Treheme's TemptaUon 2 v. 

Castle, Agnes & Egerton. 
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable 
BeUairs x v, — Rose of the World x v. — 
French Nan x v. — «« If Youth but knew ! " 
XV. — My Merry Rockhurst i v. — Flower 
o' the Orange x v. 

Castle, Egerton. 

Consequences 2 v. — "La Bella/' and 
Others x v. 

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, 
f 1 896 : vide Author of "Chro- 
nicles of the Sch6nberg-Cotta 
Family." 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 

1 1880. 
Oliver of the Mill x v. 

Chesterton, O. K. 

The Man who was Thursday x ▼• 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 ▼• 
—•Moth and Rust x ▼. — Prisoners 2 v.-- 
The Lowest Rung x v. 

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse. 

*Xhronicles of the Sch5nberg- 
Cotta Family," Author of (Mrs. 
£. Rundle Charles), j- 1896. 
Chronides of the SchSnberg-Cotta Fa- 
mily 2 V. — The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 ▼. — On Both Sides of 
t\i« ^e«t t "^ . — ^^ vK&t«^ '^«<c^%.ta. t V. — 
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The Victory of tlio Vanquished i v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables z v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
ing and to Conquer z v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost z V. 

Churchill, Winston (Am.). 
Mr. Crewe's Career 2 v. 

Clark, Alfred. 
The Finding of Lot's Wife xv. 

. Clemens, Samuel L. : v. Twain. 

CUflford, Mrs. W. K. 
Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman z v. 
— Aunt Anne 2 V. — ^The Last Touches, and 
other Stories z v. — Mrs. Keith's Crime 

1 V. — A Wild Proiqr z v. — A Flash of 
Summer z v, — A Woman Alone z v. — 
Woodside Farm z v. — The Modem Way 
X V. — The Getting Well of Dorothy x v. 

Olive, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
vide Author of" Paul Ferroll." 

Cobbe, Frances Power, j- 1904. 

Re-Echoes z v. 

Coleridge, C R. 

An English Squire 2 v. ■ 

Coleridge, M. E. 
The King -with two Faces 2 v. 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 

t 1834. 
Poems z V. 

Collins, Charles Allston, f 1873. 

A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v. 

Collins, Mortimer, f 1876. 
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v. 

Collins, Wilkie, f 1889. 
After Dark z v, — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. z v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v. — Basil z v. — No 
Name 3 V. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 V. — Antonina a v. — Armadale 
V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 

ife 3 V. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs. ? z v. — The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
The Frozen Deep z v. — The Law and the 
Lady 2 v. — The Two Destinies i v. — My 
Lady's Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
XV. — The Haunted Hotel z v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — Jezebel's Daughter 

2 V. — The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
Science 2 v. — "I say No, " 2 v. — The Evil 
Geaiua 9v,-^ Tbe Guilty River, and The 



V 



Ghost's Touch z v. — The Legacy of Cain 
2 V. — Blind Love 2 v. 

*' Cometh up as a Flower," Au- 
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Conrad, Joseph. 

An Outcast of the Islands 2 ▼. — Talcs 
of Unrest z v. — The Secret Agent z v. — 
A Set of Six z V. 

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 

t 1885. 
Called Back z v. — Bound Together 
2 V. — Dark Days z v. — A Family Affair 

2 V. — Living or Dead 2 v. 

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 

t 1851. 
The Spy (with Portrait) z v. — The Two 
Admirals z v. — The Jack O 'Lantern z v. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. 

Corelli, Marie. 
Vendetta 1 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. — ** Ardath " 

3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 V. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches z v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. — The Mighty 
Atom z V. — The Murder of Delicia z v. — 
Ziska z V. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — The 
Master-Christian 2 V. — "Temporal Power" 
2 V. — God's Good Man 2 v. — Free 
Opinions z v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 
Those Delightful Americans z v. — Set in 
Authority z v. — Cousin Cinderella z v. 

"County, the," Author of. 
The County z v. 

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866. 

A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. 

Mulock), t 1887. 
John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life 2 V. — A Woman's Thoughts about 
Women z v. — Agatha's Husband z v. — 
Romantic Tales z v. — Domestic Stories 
z V, — Mistresa axA "^-aa.^ -i. ^ « — ■'^s:>^'«i 
OK\\vves \ N. — \.OT^ ^x\>s5«s^xv \^v— 
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the Waters z v. — A Noble Life z ▼. — 
Olive 2 V. — Two Marriages z v. — Studies 
from Life z ▼. — Poems z v. — The 
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
z V. — My Mother and I z v. — The Little 
Lame Prince z v. — Sermons out of Church 
I V. — The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
z v. —A Legacy 2 v. — Young Mrs. Jardine 
2 V. — His LitUe Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches i v. — Plain Speaking z v. — 
Miss Tommy z v. — King Arthur z v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won z v. — Faith Unwinds 
Ordeal z v. — Leslie Tyrrell z v. — Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. z v. — Mildred z v. — 
Esther HHl's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan z v. — Without Kith or Kin s v. — 
Only a Butterfly z t. — Sylvia's Choice; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick z v. — 
Dorcas 2 y. — Two Women 2 v. 

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C 

Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Crsuk ; A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 t. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 

Lady FuUerton. 

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.). 

Mr. Isaacs z v. — Doctor Qaudius zv. — 
To Leeward z v. — A Roman Singer 
z V. — An American Politician z v. — 
Zoroaster z v. — A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 V. — Saradnesca 2 v. — Marzio's Crucifix 
z V. — PaulPatofif 2 v. — With tbelmmortals 
z V. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant' Bario 
2 v. — A Cigarette -Maker's Romance 
zv. — Khaled z v. — The Witch of Prague 
2 V. — - The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 v. — The Children of the King z v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche z v. 

— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons 2 v. — Casa Bracdo 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son z v. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday z v. — Corleone 
2 V. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend. . . 
2 v. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v. 
•~ Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v. 

— The Diva's Ruby 2 v. 

- Crockett, S. R. 

The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v. — 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idyl^ 1 v. — 
JTie Dark o' the Moon 2 ▼. 



Croker, B. M. 
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley z v. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhore z v. 

— A Nine Days' Wonder i ▼. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray z ▼. — The Com- 
pany's Servant 2 v. — XTxe Cat's-Paw z v. 

— Katherine the Arrogant z t. 

Cross, J. W.: vide George 
Eliof s Life. 

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
Thomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), j* 1866. 

The Lamplighter z v. — Mabel Vaughan 
z V. — £1 Fureidis zv. — HauntedHearts it. 

Cushing, PauL 
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v. 

"Daily News.** 
War Correspondence, Z877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 v. 

Danby, Frank. 

The Heart of a Child 2 v. 

"Dark," Author of. 
Dark z v. 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 
Gallegher , etc. z ▼. — Van Bibber and 
Others z v. — Ranson*s Folly z v. 

De Foe, Daniel, f 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe z v. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 

John Ward, Preacher z ▼* 

De la Pasture, Mrs. Henry, vide 
Pasture. 

" Democracy," Author of (Am.). 
Democracy z v. 

" Demos," Author of: vide George 
Gissing. 

"Diary and Notes," Author 
of: vide Author of "Horace 
Templeton." 

Dickens, Charles, j* 1870. 
The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) av. - 
American Notes z v. — Oliver Twist z v. -> 
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches z v.— 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
1 Caxo\\ TVv* C>\\Tc«a\ T^<^ Cricket on tha 
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(Old Curiosity Shop; BarnabyRudge, etc.) 

3 V. — Pictures from Italy i v. — Dombey 
and Son 3 ▼. — David Copperfield 3 V, — 
Bleak House 4 V. — A Child's History of 
England (2 v. 8*M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
XT. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 

— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
XT. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller i v. 

— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. i v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 V. — Somebody's 
Luggage; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper's Legacy i v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold's Prescriptions ; Mugby Junction XV. 

— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
X V. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 

4 ▼. — Vide also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 

Dickens, Charles, ft Wilkie 
Collins. 
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hoi- 
lingford z v. 

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, 1 1881. 

Coningsby i v. — Sybil i v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) x v. — Alroy x v. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v, — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple x v. — 
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion a v. 

Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 
The Story of a Modem Woman i v. — One 
Doubtful Hour z v. 

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 
Personal History of Lord Bacon i v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America 2 v. — 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty's 
Tower 4 v. — Free Russia 2 v. — History 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
2 V. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.). 
The Leopard's Spots 2 v. 

Dougall, L. (Am.). 
Beggars All 2 v. 

Dowie, M6nie MurieL 
A Girl, in the Karpathiaos x v* 

Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 

The Sigtx. of Four z v. — Micah Clarke 
s V. — The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
other Tales z v. — The White Company 
$y,—Ji Stud/ i« Scarlet i t, — The 






Great Shadow, and Beyond the City i v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Shier- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
z V. — The Stark Munro Letters i v, — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard x v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Unde Bemac i v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko x v. — A 
Duet XV. — TTie Green Flag x v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa XV. — The Hound of the Basker- 
villes XV. — Adventures of Gerard x v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 V. — Through the Magic Door x v. 

— Round tiie Fire Stories x v. 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 

t 1897- 
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 

Vobiscum ; The Changed Life x v. 

DuiTerin, the Earl o£ 
Letters from High Latitudes x v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vt'de 
Mrs. Cotes. 

Dunton: vtde Th. Watts-Dun« 
ton. 

Earl, the, and the Doctor. 

South Sea Bubbles x v. 

Eastwick, Edward B., f 1883. 

Autobiography of Lutfullah x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, vt'de Series 
for the Young, p. 29. 

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. 
Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v. 

— A Vagabond Heroine x v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock- 
ing I V. — Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune? 
XV. — Vivian the Beauty x v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Giri 
2 V. — A Playwright's Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths i ▼. — Pearl-Powder x v. 
The Adventuress x ▼. 

Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892. 
Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 V. — Hand and Glove x v. — Half a Mil- 
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham's Vow 
2 V. — In the Days of mv Youth 2 v. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys IV. — Monsieur MaMxvcA -*.'>*. — fe»- ^ 
'N\s\xt on V:tve'aox^«% «A«a«.^e«j5^^«^«*- 
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XV. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetnr-Book of Modern Poets i v. — 
Lord Bradcenbnry 2 v. 

Edwards, M. Betham-: vid£ 
Bethaxn. 

Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 

The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 

Bethesda 2 t. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans — 

Mrs. Cross), + 1880. 
Scenes of Clerical JLife 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Mamer z v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil , and Brother Jacob x v. — 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such z v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
IV. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 

"Elizabeth and her German 

Garden,*' Author of. 
Elizabeth and her German Garden z v. — 
The Solitary Summer i v. — The Bene- 
factress 2 ▼. — Princess Priscilla's Fort- 
night z V. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in RUgen z v. — Fraulein Schmidt and Mr. 
Anstruther z v. 

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, f 1898. 

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily z v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome z V. — The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 V. — The Red Cardinal z v. — 
The Story of Sophia x v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople z v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip z V. 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, f 1 8 8 2 . 
Representative Men x v. 

" Englishwoman's Love-Let- 
ters, an," Author of. 
An Englishwoman's Love-Lettert z v. 

Errpll, Henry. 

An Ugly Duckling z v. 

Esler, E. Rentdul. 

The Way they loved at Grimpat z v. 
*< Essays and Reviews," the 
Authors of. 
JCaajTs aad ReWews. By various Aut\\oTa 



"Estelle Russell," Author of. 
Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D*. 
Three Sisters z v. — A Laughing Pbilo* 
sopher i v. — The Professor's Wooing i v. 
— ■ In Thoughtland and in DreamUnd 
I V. — Orchardscroft i v. — Appassionata 
IV. — Old Maids and Young 2 ▼. — The 
Queen's Serf x v. 

** Euthanasia,** Author of. 
Euthanasia z v. 

Swing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 
Jackanapes ; The Story of a Short Life ; 
Daddv Darwin's Dovecot x v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing x v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales x v. 

"Expiated," Author of. 
Expiated 2 v. 

Fargus, F. J.: vide Hugh Con- 
way. 

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), f 1903. 
Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

"Fate of Fenella, the," Authors 

of. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors z v. 

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide 
E. T. Fowler. 

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler. 

Fendall, Percy: vtde F. C 
Philips. 

Fenn, George Manville. 
The Parson o' Dumford a v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v. 

Fielding, Henry, f 1754. 
Tom Jones 8 y. 

Findlater, Mary and Jane: vtde 
Kate Douglas Wigjg;in. 

Five Centuries 

of the English Language and Literature: 

John Wycli£Fe. — Geoffrey Chaucer.— 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Tonson. — John 
Locke. — Thomas Gray (vol.500, published 
x86o) X V. 

T?\ttnm^, George (Am.). 
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Forbes, Archibald, f 1900. 
My Experiences of the War between 
prance and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering 
and Scribbling x v. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 t. — Vide also 
" Daily News," War Correspondence. 

Forrest, R E. 
Eight Days 2 ▼. 

Forrester, Mrs. 

Viva 2 V. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 ▼. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v, — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. — June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vanitas z v. — Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales z v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales z v. — Once Again 2 ▼. — 
Of the World, Worldly z v. — Dearest 
2 V. — The Light of other Days z v. — 
Too Late Repented z v. 

Forster, John, f 1876. 

The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v. 

Fothergill, Jessie. 

The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. — 
Made or Marred, and *'One of Three" 
z V. — Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v. — 
Borderland 2 v. 

"Found Dead," Author of: vide 
James Payn. 

Fowler, Ellen Thomeycroft 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence FeUdn). 

A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring- 
dons 2 V. — Fuel of Fire z v. — Place and 
Power 2 V. — In Subjection 2 v. 

Fowler, Ellen Thomeycroft 

(Airs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 

Laurence Felkin. 
Kate of Kate Hall 2 v. 

Fox, Caroline, f 1871. 
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Plorace N. 
Pym 2 V. 

"Frank Fairlegh," Author of 

(F. E. Smedley), f 1864. 
Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 

Francis, M. E. 
The Duenna of a Genius z v. 

Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 
niuroina^'on 2 v. — March Hares i v. 



Freeman, Edward A., f 1 892. 

The Growth of the English Constitution 
z V. — Select HistoricjQ Essays z v. — 
Sketches from French Travel z v. 

Froude,JamesAnthony,-|- 1894. 
Oceana z v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays z v. 

FuUerton, Lady Georgiana, 

t 1885. 

Ellen Middleton z v. — Grantley Manor 
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 V. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds' 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary's Daughter z v. — 
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan z v. — TheCountess de Bonneval 
z V. — Rose Leblanc z v. — Seven Stories 
z V. —The Life of Luisa de Carvajid z v. 

— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
kerchief at the Window 2 v. ~ Eliane 
2 V. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Lauren tia z v. 

Galsworthy, John. 
The Man of Property 2 v. 

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide 

Lady Blessington. 

Gaskell, Mrs., t 1865. 

Mary Barton z v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South z v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales z v. — The Life of Charlotte Bronte 
2 V. — Lois the Witch, etc. z y. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work 
z V. — Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cran- 
ford z V. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales 

z V. 

" Geraldine Hawthorne," Author 
of: vide Author of "Miss 
Molly." 

Gerard, Dorotl^ea (Madame Lpn- 

gard de Longgarde). 
Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha z v. — Ortho- 
dox IV. — The Wrong Man z v. — A Spot- 
less Reputation z v. — A Forgotten Sin z v. 

— One Year x v. — The Supreme Crime z v. 
'— The Blood-Tax z v. — Holy Matrimony 
z V. — The Eternal Woman z v. — Made 
of Money z v. — The Bridge of Life z v. 

— The Three Essentials z v. — The Im- 
probable Idyl z V. — The Compromise 2 v. 

— Itinerant Daughters z v. — Restitution 

z V. 

Gerard, £. (Emily del^aszowska). 
A Secret Mission \n • — K"^ a^€\sKev«t •i.-^^ 



12 



Tauchnitz Edition* Complete List, 



UHI l| M »lllW 



Giberne, Agnes. 

The Curate's Home z ▼. 

Gissing, George, f 1903. 

Demoi. A Story of English Socialism 3 ▼. 
— New Ghrub Street a v. 

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. £., 

t 1898. 
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion XT. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
XT.— The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts z v. 

Glyn, Elinor. 
The Visits of Elizabeth x v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine x v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline x v. — Beyond the 
Rocks XT. — Three Weeks z v. 

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte 
O'Conor Eccles. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774. 

Select Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 
Too Curious X ▼. 

Gordon, Julien (Am.). 
A Diplomat's Diaxy x v. 

Gordon, Major -Gen. C G., 

t 1885. 

His Journals at Kartoum. Introduction 
and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 

Castles in the Air x ▼. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. -— Progress and Prejudice 
a V. — Mammon z v. — A Life's Lessons 
a V. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 V. 

Grand, Sarah. 

Our Manifold Nature it. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v.— Emotional Moments x v. 

Grant, Miss. 

Victor Lescar a v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 
-:- My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 V. 

Gray, MaxwelL 

7270 Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. -> The 
Reproach o/AnnesIey 2 v. 



GrenviUe: Murray, E.C(Trois- 

EtoUes), t 1881. 
The Member for Paris a ▼. — Tooog 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 t. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk fFirsi 
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
X V. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) s v. — Strange Tales 
XV. — That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks x v. — People I have met x v. 

Grimwood, Ethel St Clair. 

My Three Years in Manipur (with Por- 
trait) X y. 

Grohman, V7. A. Baillie. 

Tyrol and the Tyrolese x v. 

Gunter, Archibald Clavering 

(Am.), 1 1907. 
Mr. Barnes of New York x v. 

Guthrie, F. Anstey : vide Anstey. 

"Guy Livingstone," Author of 
(George Alfred Laurence), 
t 1876. 
Gruy Livingstone z v. — Sword and 
Gown ' I V, — Barren Honour x v. — 
Border and Bastille x v. — Maurice D^ng 
XV. — Sans Merd a v. — « Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha* 
garene 2 v. 

Habberton, John (Am.). 
Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren z v. — The Bowsham Puzzle x v.— 
One Tramp; Mrs. Maybum's Twins x v. 

Haggard, H. Rider. 
Eling Solomon's Mines x v. — She 2v.— 
Jess 2 V. — ' Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch's Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
XV. — Mr. Meeson's Will x v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan's Wife x v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 V. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 8 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the World 2 v. ~ The Wizard 
X V. — Doctor Theme x v. — Swallow 
2 V. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa x v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — PearUMaiden 2 v. " 
Stella Fregelitts 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 

— Ayesha. The Return of * She ' 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita i v. 

— Fair Margaret 2 v. 

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 
. Lang. 
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Hake, A. £.: vide Gen. Gordon. 

Hall, Mis. S. C, f 1881. 
Can Wrong be Right? x ▼. — Marian 2 v. 

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 

ti894. 
Mannorne XT. — French and English 2 ▼. 

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 
•*Not Easily Jealous." 

Hardy, Thomas. 

The Hand of EihelberU 3 t. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 V. — A Laodicean 2 ▼. — Two on 
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 

— A Group of Noble Dames x v. — Tess 
of the D'Urbervilles 2 v. — Life's Little 
Ironies z v. — Jude the Obscure a v. 

Harland, Henry, f 1905. 
The Cardinal's Snuff- Box x v. — The 
Lady Paramount x ▼.— My Friend Prospero 

I V. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that pass in the Night x v. — In 
Varying Moods x y. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man x v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 t. 

— The Scholar's Daughter x v. — Inter- 
play 2 V. 

Harrison, Agnes. 
Martin's Vineyard x v. 

Harrison, Mrs. Mary St Leger : 
vide Lucas Malet 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts:— The Luck of Roaring Camp; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills XV. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v, — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar x v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales x v. — The 
Story of a Mine x t. — Drift from Two 
Shores x v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches x v. — The Twins oi 
Table Mountain, and other Tales x v. — 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales 
X ▼. — Flip, and other Stories i v. — On 
the Frontier i v. — By Shore and Sedge 
I ▼. — Maruja i v, — Snow-bound at 
Eagle's, and Devil's Ford x v. - The 
Crusade of the "Excelsior" i v, — A 



Millionaire of Rough • and - Ready , and 
other Tales x v. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty x ▼. 

— Cressy x ▼. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales x v. — A Waif of 
the Plains x t. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate XV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales x v. ~ A First Family of 
Tasajara i v.->-Colonel StarbotUe's Qient* 
and some other People x v. — Susy x v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. i v, — A Protegee ol 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. x v. — The Bell- . 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. x v. — Qarenca 

X V. — In a Hollow of the HiUs, and The 
Devotion of Enriques x v. — TheAncestors 
of Peter Atherly, etc. x v. — Three Partners 
XV. — Tales of Trail and Town x v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow x v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation,and otherStories 
XV. — From Sand-HiU to Pine x v. — 
Under the Redwoods x v. — On the Old 
Trail x v. — Trent's Trust x v. 

Havelock,Sir Henry: vide Rev. 

W. Brock. 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
t 1864. 
The Scarlet Letter x v. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 2 v. 

Heam, Lafcadio, f 1906. 
Kokoro XV. — Kwaidan x v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan x v. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex- 
ander. 

" Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author 
of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Helps, Sir Arthur, f 1875. 
Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron 
2 V. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835. 
Select Poetical Works x v. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 
The Forest Lovers x v. — Littie Novels 
of Italy X V. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales XV. — The Queen's Quair ; 
or, The Six Years* Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures x v. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 

— The Stooping Lady x v, — The Spanish 
Jade X v. 

Hichens, Robert 
Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v, — Felix 2 v. 
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Garden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel, 
and Other Stories x ▼. -- The Call of the 
31ood 2 ▼. — A Spirit in Prison 2 t. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, f 1886. 
Sketches from my Life z v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 

Craigie), f 1906. 
The Crods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenham x v. — The Serious Wooing 

1 V. — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. CasheL 
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 

2 V. 

Holdsworth, Annie E. 
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
XV. — The Gods Arrive x v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow z v. — Great Low- 
lands z V. — A Garden of Spinsters x v. 

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr. 
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 
1 1894- 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
z V. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table z V. —The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table z V. — Over the Teacups z ▼. 

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 
Mr. Witt's Widow z v. — A Change 
of Air z V. — Half a Hero x v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess x v. — The God 
in the Car x v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio z v. — Comedies of Courtship 
XV. — The Heart of Princess Osra x v. — 
Phroso 2 V. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentsau z v. — The King's Mirror 

2 V. — Quisant6 z v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peg^gy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 

— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
People 2 V. — The Great Miss Driver 2 v. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 
An Idler in Old France z v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask x v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris z v. — The Silent Gate z v. 

" Horace Tcmplcton," Author of. 
Diary and Notes z v. 

Homung, Ernest William. 

A Bride from the Bush z v. — Under 
Two Skies z v. — Tiny Luttrell z v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba z v. — My Lord 
Duke XV. — Young Blood x v. — Some 
Persons Unknown x v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman z v. — The Rogue's Mardi x v. 

— The Belle of Toorak z v. — Peccavi z v. 

— The Black Mask i v. — The Sbado^ Qi 



the Rope x v. — No Hero z v. — Denis 
Dent XV. — Irralie's Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest x v. — Stingaree rv. — 
A Thief m the Night x v. 

« Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. x85x-56. 
36 V. — NovBLS and Talbs reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
X856-59. XX V. . 

Houstoun, Mrs. : vide " Recom- 
mended to Mercy." 

"How to be Happy though 

Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married x v. 

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 
1 1899. 

One Summei x v. — Aunt Serena z v. — 
Giienn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. z v.— 
The Open Door 2 v. 

Howard, BlancheWiUis, f 1 899, 
& William Sharp, f 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife z v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A Foregone Conclusion x v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook x v. — A Modem 
Instance 2 v. -— The Undiscovered Country 
X V. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) x v. 

— Italian Journeys x v. — A Chance Ac- 
qusuntance x v. — Their Wedding Journey 
X V. -— A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage x v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice x v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers x v. — Miss Bellard's In- 
spiration X V. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 189S. 
Tom Brown's School-Days x v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 

t 1897. 
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. 

— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
XV. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales XV. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
2 V. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. XV. — A Pasave Crime, and other 
Stories z V. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 V. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington x v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 

— Lady Valworth's Diamonds x v. — A 
\'MiQ^Wft C^x^ife %^y^ Marvel 2 v, — Th# 
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Hoh^. Mrs. Vereker i v. — Under-Cur- 
rentS2^. — In Durance Vile, etc. i v. — A 
TrouUesome Girl, and other Stories i v. — 
A Life's Remorse d v. — A Bom Coquette 
2 ▼. — The Duchess i ▼. — Lady Verner's 
Flight IT. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and "When in Doubt" i v. — Nora 
Creina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories IV. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery i v. — An Unsatis- 
factonr Lover i ▼. — Peter's Wife a v. — 
The Three Graces i v. — A Tug of War 
IV. — The Professor's Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl IV. — Lovice i v. — The Coming of 
Chloe I v. 

Hunt, Mrs. : vide Averil Beau- 
mont 

Hunt, Violet 
The Human Interest i v. — White Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v. 

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.). 
The Halo i v. 

Ingelow, Jean, f 1897. 

OfiF the Skelligs 3 V. — Poems a v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
The Siege of Lucknow i v. 
> Ingram, John H.: vide £. A. 

Poe. 
Iota, vide Mrs. Mannington 

Caffyn. 

Irving, Washington (Am.), 

t ^859. 
Tlie Sketch Book (with Portrait) x v. — 
The Life of Mahomet z v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet i v.'— Oliver Gold- 
smith IV. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
X V. — Life of George Washington 5 ▼. 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 

(Am.), t 1885. 
Raraona 2 v. 

Jacobs, W. W. 
Many Cargoes i v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant 
IV. — Sea Urchins i v. — A Master of 
Craft IV. — Light Freights i v. — At Sun- 
wich Port IV. — The Lady of the Barge i v. 

— Odd Craft i v. — Dialstone Lane i v. 

— Captains AH i v. — Short Cruises i v. 

— Salthaven i v. 

James, Charles T. C. 
llo)y Wedlock x v. 






James, G. P. R., f i860. , 

Morley Emstein (with Portrait) i v. — 
Forest Days i v. — The False Heir i v. — 
Arabella Stuart i v. — Rose d' Albret 
IV. — Arrah Neil i v. — Agincourt 1 v. — 
The Smuggler i v. — The Step-Mother 
2 V. — Beauchamp i v. — Heidelberg 
IV. — The Gipsy i v. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein i v. — Darnley i v. — Russell 
2 V. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am.), 
The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
IV. — Daisy Miller ; An International 
Episode ; Four IVI eetings i v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 V. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. i v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. IV. — Confidence i v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 V. — Foreign Parts i v. — French 
Poets and Novelists i v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim IV. — Portraits of Places 
I V. < — A Little Tour in France i v. 

James, Winifred. 
Bachelor Betty i v. 

Jea£freson, J. Cordy. 
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 
•'Who Breaks— Pays" i v. — Skir- 
mishing IV. — Once and Again 2 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace IV. — Jupiter's Daughters i v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 
Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

"Jennie of *The Prince's,"* 

Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, K. Jerome. 

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
XV. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays i v. — Novel Notes i v. — Sketches. 
in Lavender, Blue and Green i v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
I V, — Three Men on the Bummel i v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk i v. 
— Tommy and Co. i v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
IV. — The Passing of the Third Floor Back 
IV. — The Angel and the Author->and 
Others i v. 

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857. 
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"John Halifax, Gentleman," 
Author of: vide Mns. Craik. 

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mr& 

Heniy Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, f 1784. 
Lives of the Eoglisli Poets 2 t. 

Jolly, Emily. 
Colonel Dacre 2 t. 

"Joshua Davidson," Author of: 

vide Mrs. £. Lynn Linton. 
Kavanagh, Miss Julia, f 1877. 

Nathalie 2 t. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray x v. — 
Adile 3 V. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters z ▼. — English Women of Letters 
XV. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil's Second. Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 V. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien 
3 V. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 V. — Vide also Series for the Young, 
p. 29. 

Keaiy, Annie, f 1879. 

Oldbury 2 ▼. — Castle Daly 2 ▼. 

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide £s- 

terre. 
Kempis, Thomas a. 

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. z v. 

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), -{- 

Saint Leger z v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad x v. — Undercurrents x v. — 
Was he Successful? x v. — To-Day in New 
York I V. 

Kinglake, Alexander William, 

t 1891. 
Eothen x v. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 

Yeast XV. — Westward ho ! 2 v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. -— Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke XV. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 V. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v. 

Kingsley, Henry, f 1876. 
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot x v. <— 
Geoflfty Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and 
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court x v. — 
Valentin i v. — Oakshott Castle i v. — 
Regiamld Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange 



Kinross, Albert 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere x v. 

Kipling, Rudyard. 
Plain Tales from the Hills x ▼. ^ The 
Second Jungle Book x v. — The Seven 
Seas XV. — "Captains Courageoas" 
X V. — The Day*s Work x v. — A Fleet 
in Being x v. — Stalky & Co. x v. — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. —The City of Dreadfol 
Night XV. — Kim x v. — Just So Stories i v. 
— The Five Nations x v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries x v. — Puck of Pook's Hill i v. 

Lafian, May. 
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor, 
etc. X V. 

Lamb, Charles, f 1834. 

The Essays of Ella and Eliana i v. 
Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 
Haggard. 

Langdon, Mary (Am.). 
Ida May x v. 

"Last of the Cavaliers, the," 
Author of (Miss Piddington). 
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

2saszowska, Mi^c de: vide E. 
Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of J vide " Guy Living- 
stone." 

Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 

Hurrish x ▼. 

"Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:" 
vide Victoria R I. 

Lee, Holme, f 1 900 : vide Harriet 
Parr. 

Lee, Vernon. 

Pope TacTnth, etc. x v. — Genius Lod* and 
The Enchanted Woods x v. — Hortus 
Vitae, and Limbo x v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., f 1873. 
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 V. 

Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 

Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 
2 V. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Ley ton Hall, 
aTvA. o^^«t 1«Ji«i » N , — Goldeu Fcttwi 
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<* Letters of Her Mother to 
Elizabeth, the/' Author of: 
vide W. R H. Trowbridge. 

Lever, Charles, f 1872. 

The O'Donoghue x v. — The Knight of 
Gwynne 3 V. — Arthtir O'Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 3 v. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 V, — Tom Burke of "Ours" 3y. — 
Jack Itinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 v. —The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3 ▼. — Davenport Dunn 3 ▼. -— Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiemay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 V. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v, — Tony Butler 
2 V. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 t. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 ▼. — A 
Rent in a Cloud z v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cx>tt*s XT. — St. Patrick's Eve; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions x v. — Lord Kil- 
gpbbin 2 V. 

Levett -Yeats, S. 
The Honour of Savelli x ▼. — The 
Chevalier d' Auriac z v. — The Traitor's 
Way IV. — The Lord Protector x v. — 
Orrain z v. 

Lewes, G. H., f 1878. 

Ranthorpe z v. — The Physiology of 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting z v. 

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, f 1898. 
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
XT. — Patricia Kemoall 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Learn Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Ix>rd? 3 V. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories x v. — Todhunters' at Loan- 
in' Head, and other Stories x v. — ** My 
Love I " 2 V. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays x v. — lone 2 v» 

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 

t 1882. 
Mine Is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 
Diplomatic Reouniscences X837 - z862 
(with Portrait) 2 v. 

Longard, M^c de: vide D. 
Gerard. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
foetiC9J Works (frith Portrait) 37.— 



The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 V. — The New-England Tragedies x v. 

— The Divine Tragedy z v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books of Song z v. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 

x V. 

Lonsdale, Margaret 
Suter Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) XV. 

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 

Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son XV. — Old Gorgon Graham x v. — 
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal x v. 

''Lost Battle, a," Author of. 
A Lost Battle 2 v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 

bury). 
The Pleasures of life x v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (with Blustrations) x v. — 
The Use of Life x v. -~- Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses X900-X903 x v. 

''LutfuUah": vide Eastwick. 

Lyall, Edna, f 1903. 
We Two 2 V. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 V. — Won by "Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 V. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers z v. 

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer. 
L3rtton, Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems 2 V. — Fables in Song 2 v. 

Maartens, Maarten. 
The Sin of Toost Avelingh x v. — An 
Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v. 

— The Greater Glonr 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory x v. — Some 
Women I have known x v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman's Victory, and 
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v. 

M^Aulay, Allan: vide Kate 
Douglas Wiggin. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, f 1859. 

History of England (with Portrait) zo v. 
-> Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. — 
Lays of Ancient Rome z v. — Speeches 
2 V. — Biographical Ema.*^ x. ^ . — ^K'Jw.- 
U&m P\XX, KV«;T\«sr| 1. Xx — ^^»ft» ^J^<v 
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M o Carthy, Justin. 
The Waterdale KeigUbours 2 ▼. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan- 
thrope 2 ▼. — A History of our Own Times 

5 ▼. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short 
History of our Own Times a v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols, x & 
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols. 

6 & 7 (supplemental). -- A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History 
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, George, f 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis oi 
Xossie a T. — Sir Gibbie 2 ▼. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales z v. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdle z ▼. 

Mackarness, Mrs., -j- 1881. 
Sunbeam Stories z v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 V. — A Mingled Yam 2 v. 

Mackay, Eric, f 1898. 
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems z V. 

MO Knight, Charles (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, Ian, j- 1907. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush x v. — 
The Days of Auld LangS3me z v. — His 
Majesty Baby z v. 

Macleod, Fiona, f 1905. 

Wind and Wave z v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales z v. 

Macleod, Norman, f 1872. 
The Old Lieutenant and his Son z v. 

Macpherson, James, f 1796: 
vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. • 

Patty a V. -- Miriam's Marriage 2 v. — 
pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon z v. — My Story 2 v. — Diane z v. 
.— Beside the River a v. — A Faithful 
X<over 2 V. 

** Mademoiselle Mori," Author 

of (Miss Roberts). 
JVfiideraoisclle Mori 2 v. — Denise z v. 
^- M/tdimc Pontenoy 1 v. — Oa tiae 



Edge of the Storm z v. — The Atelic 
hys 2 V. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanho 

Maine, £. S. 

Scarscliff Rocks 2 ▼. 

Malet, Sir Edward, G.C 

G.C.M.G. 
Shifting Scenes z ▼. 

Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Maiy 
Leger Harrison). 
Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 ▼. — 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 V.— 
Far Horizon 2 v. 

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C 
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v. 

Mann, Mary E. 
A Winter's Tale z v. — The C 
Star I V. 

Mansfield, Robert Blachfo] 
The Log of the Water Lily z ▼. 

Mark Twain: vide Twain. 

"Marmorne," Author of: ', 
P. G. Hamerton. 

Marryat, Capt, f 1848. 
Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) z v 
Percival Keene z v. — Peter Simple z ^ 
Japhet in Search of a Father z ^ 
iMonsieur Violet z v. — The Settler 
Canada z v. — The Mission z v. — 
Privateer* s-Man z v. — The Childre 
the New-Forest z v. — Valerie z ^ 
Mr. Midshipman Easy z v. — The Ki 
Own z V. 

Marryat, Florence, f 1899. 
Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever 
Ever 2 V. — The Confessions of Ge 
Estcourt 2 V. — Nelly Brooke 2 1 
VAronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of 
Gods z v. — Life and Letters of Cai 
Marryat z v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 y 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the 
2 V. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter 
possibility z v. — The Poison of A 
and other Stories i v. — A Lucky Di 
pointment, and other Stories z v. — * 
own Child " 2 v. — Her Father's N 
2 V. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 i 
A Little Stepson z v. — Written in 
2 v. — Her World against a Lie 2 1 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Ro< 
I all Evil 2 v. -—The Fair-haired Alda 2 
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2 T. — Phyllida 2 t. — How they 
im a V. — facing the Footlights 
•rtrait) 2 V. — A Moment of Mad- 
1 other Stories z v. — The Ghost 
-lotto Cray, and other Stories 
'eeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
» and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre- 
) 3 V. — The Master Passion 2 v. 
t% of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
k Daughter of the Tropics a v. — 
lan and Courtier 2 ▼. — On Cir- 
tial Evidence 2 ▼. — Mount Eden, 
ance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 t. — A 
Sin z V* — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 
>pirit World z v. — The Beautiful 
V. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
ange Transfiguration of Hannah 
XV. — The Dream that Stayed 
A Passing Madness z v. — The 
f the Vampire z v. — A Soul on 
. — Iris the Avenger z v. 

sh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell), 

1874. 

:liffe 2 V. — Emilia Wyndham 
lasde Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
iress of Haughton 2 v. — Eveljrn 
I 2 ▼. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v. 

-shall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 
liainwaring's Journal z v. — 
ita XV. — Ladv Alice x v. — 
Dg z V. — Life's Aftermath x v. — 
last Country x v. — No.XIH; or, 
•ry of the Lost Vestal z v. — In 
'jgns z V. — On the Banks of the 
. — In the Ci^f of Flowers z v. — 
V. — Under Salisbury Spire z v. 
£nd Crowns All z v. — Winchester 
z V, — Eventide Light x v. — 
ie's Journal z v. — Bristol Bells 
In the, Service of Rachel Lady 
IV. — A Lily among Thorns z v. 
lurst Castle z v. — Kensing^n 
V. — The White King's Daughter 
The Master of the Musicians z v. 
Iscape from the Tower x v. — A 
3f Ancient Peace x v. — Castle 
r z V. — In the Choir of West- 
Abbey I V. — The Young Queen 
ts z V. — Under the Dome of St. 
[ V. — The Parson's Daughter 

on, A. E. W. 
ur Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
ony z V. — The Conrtship of Mor- 
kler 2 V. — The Truants a v. — 
tchers ^ v. — Running Water i v. 
broken Road z v. 



t( 



Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 
Reeves), 

Cherry Ripe I" 2 v. — "Land o' the 
Leal " z V. — My Lady Grreen Sleeves a v. 
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. z v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre's Acquittal 
8 V. — Found Out z v. — Murder or Man« 
slaughter? z v. — The Fashion of this 
World {80 Pf.)— Blind Justice, and "Who, 
being dead, vet Speaketh " z v. — What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
z V. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders z v. — " Honey " x v. — Griflf of 
Griffithscourt x v. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays x v. — The 
Ferryman x v. — Tally Ho I 2 v. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless z v. 

Maurice, Colonel. 
The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe x v. 

Maurier, George du, j- 1896. 
Trilby 8 V. — The Martian 8 v. 

Maxwell, Mrs.: v. MissBraddon. 

Maxwell, W. B. 
The Ragged Messenger 2 V. — TheGuarded 
Flame 2 v. 

^'Mehalah,** Author of: vide 
Baring-Gould. 

Melville, George J. Whyte, 

t 1878. 
Kate Coventry x v. — Holmby House 
8 V. — Digby Grand x v. — Good for No- 
thing 8 V. — ■ The Queen's Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose 2 v. — 
M. or N. X v. — Contraband x v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v. — 
Katerfelto x v. — Sister Louise x v. — 
Rosine x v. — Roys' Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 8 v. — Riding Recollections xv. 

Memorial Volumes: vide Five 
Centuries (vol. 500) ; The N ew 
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 
Morley (vol. 2000). 

Meredith, George. 
The Ordeal of Richard Fevcrel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians x v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v. 

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert 

Lord Ij^XXoxi. 
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Merrick, Leonard. 

The Man who was good z v« — This 
Stage of Fools z v. — Cynthia i v. — One 
Han's View z v. — The Actor-Manager 
z ▼. — The Worldlings z v. — When Love 
flies out o' the Window z ▼. — Conrad in 

8 nest of His Touth z ▼. — The Quaint 
Dmpanions z ▼. —Whispers about Women 
z V. — The House of "Lynch z ▼. — The 
Man who Understood Women, and Other 
Stories z V. 
Merriman, Henry Seton,'!' 1903. 

Toung Mistley z v. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another z ▼. — With Edged Tools a v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam z v. — In 
Kedar's Tents t ▼. — Roden's Comer 
z v.— The Isle of Unrest zv.— The Velvet 
Glove z V. — The Vultures z v. — Barlasch 
of the Gruard z v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories z v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 

tyre. 
The Money-Spinner, etc. z v. 

Milne, James. 
The Epistles of Atkins i v. 

Milton, John, f 1674. 
Poetical Works z v. 

*< Molly, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne z v. 

** Molly Bawn," Author of: vide 
Mrs. Hungerford. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood z v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2 v. — Thwarted z v. — Wild Mike 
z V. — Seaforth a v. — The Blue Veil 
z V. — Transformed z v. — The Fisher- 
man's Daughter, etc. z v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged x v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and Other Tales z v. 

Moore, Frank Frankfort 
"I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. — A Gray 
Bye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 V. ~ They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride z v. — The Millionaire^ z v. 
— Nell Gwyn— Comedian i v. — A Damsel 
or Two z V. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman z v. — • The White Causeway i v. 
-- The Artful Miss Dill z v. — The Mar- 
riage Lease z v. — An Amateur Adven- 
turess z V, 

Moore, George. 

Celibates z ▼, — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
jSister Teresa 27,— The Untitted Field 1 v . 



— Confessions of a Young Man z v. — Tbo 
Lake z v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life i v. 

Moore, Thomas, f 1852. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Morgan, Lady, f 1859. 
Memoirs 3 v. 

Morley, Henry, f 1894. 

Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa* 
tnres of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published z88z) z ▼. 

Morris, William. 
A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer z v. 

Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets z v. — A Child 
of the Jago z v. — To London Town x v. 

— Cunning Murrell z v. — The Hole in the 
Wall z V. — The Green Eye of Goona i v. 

— Divert Vanities z v. 

Muirhead, James FuUartoa 
The Land of Contrasts z v. 

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Graik 

Murray, David Christie. 
Rainbow Gold 2 v. 

Murray, Grenville: v, Grenville. 

"My Litde Lady," Author ofi 
vide E. Frances Poynter. 

New Testament, the. 

The Authorised English Version, vidi 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen- 
dorf (vol. zooo, published Z869) z v. 

Newby, Mrs. C J. 

Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), ■(• 1890. 
Callista z v. 

NichoUs, Mrs. : vide Currer BelL 

*<Nina Balatka," Author of: 
vide Anthony Trollope. 

"No Church," Author of (L\ 
Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen :— a Waif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady Augusta. { 

From Generation to Generation z v. — 
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Norris, Frank (Am.), f 1902. 

The Octopus 2 v. — The Fit 2 v. 

Norris, W. E. 
My Friend Jim x v. — A Bachelor's 
Blander a v. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mis. 
Fenton x v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's XV. — A Victim of Good Luck 
IV. — The Dancer in Yellow x v. — 
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
riage 2 T. — The Fight for the Crown 
XV. — TheWidower x v. — Giles Ingilby i v. 

— The Flower of the Flock x v. — His 
Own Father x v.— The Credit of the County 
IV. — Lord Leonard the Luckless x v. — 
Nature's Comedian x v. — Nigel'sVocation 
XV. — Barham of Beltana i v. -» Harry and 
Ursula IV, — The Square Peg i v. — 
Pauline x v. 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877. 

Stuart of Dnnleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

•* Not Easily Jealous/' Author of 
(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous 2 ▼. 

*< Novels and Tales": vide 

"Household Words." 
O'Conor Bccles, Charlotte (Hal 
Godfrey). 
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore x v. 

— The Matrimonial Lottery x v. 

Oldmeadow, Ernest 
Susan X v. 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 18S8. 
Altiora Feto 2 v. — MasoUam 2 v. 

Oliphant, Mrs., f 1897. 
The Last of Uie Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland i v. — Agnes 2 ▼. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
Wife 2 V. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family i v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life sv. — 
A Rose in June x v. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White- 
ladies 2 V. — The Curate in Charge x v. — 
Phcebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
Carit^ 2 V. — Young Musgrave 2 ▼. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 V. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In 
Trusts V. — It was a Lover and his Lass 



3 V. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 
3 v. — The Wizard's Son 3 V. — A 
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours on the Green x v. — TheDuke's 
Daughter x v. — The Fugitives x v. — 
Kirsteen 2V. — Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, his Wife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen x v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 

2 V. — The Sorceress 2 V. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life x v. — 
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 

**One who has kept a Diary": 
vide George W. E. RusselL 

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.). 
Baby Bullet i v. — Wild Justice x ▼. -« The 
Motormaniacs x v. 

Ossian. 

The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Macpherson x ▼. 

Ouida, f 1908. 
Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Pack 2 v. — 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under 
two Flags 2 V. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Brandi of Lilac; A Provence Rosa 
XV. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes x v. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes x v. — Pascarel 2 v. 

— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes x v. — Signa(with Portrait) 

3 V. — In aWinter City xv. — Ariadn62v. — 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories x v. — A Village Com- 
mune 2 V. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
XV. — Wanda 3 v. — Frescoes and other 
Stories IV. — Princess Naprazine 3 V. — 
Othmar 3 V. — A Rainyjune (6oPf.). Don 
Gesualdo (60 Pf.) . — A House Party x v. — 
Guilderoy 2 v. — Syrlin 3 V. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories x v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
X V. — Two Offenders x v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. XV. — Toxin, and other Ps^pers 
X V. — Le Solve, and Tonia i v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
E^ays I V. — La Strega, and other 
Stories XV. — The Waters of Edera i v. 

— Street Dust, ^nd Other Stories i v. — 
Critical Studies z v. — Helianthus 2 v. 

** Outcasts, the," Author of: vide 
"Roy Tellet" 

Parker, Sir Gilbert 
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt i v. — 
The Sc»tiolt\i<v'^\^\.'S i-q ,— ."Cw?^««M«c> 

\ 2 V. 
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Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
t 1900. 

Basil Godfrey's Caprice 2 v. — For Richerp 
for Poorer a v. — The Beautifiil Miss Bar- 
rington 2 ▼. — Her Title of Honour x v. — 
Echoes of a Famous Year x v. — Kathe- 
rine's Trial x v. — The Vicissitudes of 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v. — Ben Milner'sWooing 
IT. — Straightforward a ▼, — Mrs. Denys 
of Cote ST. — A Poor Squire x v. 

Parr, Mrs. 

Dorothy Fos i v. — The Prescofcts of 
Pamphillon 2V. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
XT. — Robin 2 ▼. — Loyalty George 2 v. 

Paston, George. 
A Study in Prejudices x ▼. — A Fair 
Deceiver x v. 

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la. 
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square i v. 

— The Grey Knight x v. 

Paul, Mrs. : vide Kxx^ox of " Still 

Waters." 

"Paul Ferroll," Author of (Mrs. 

Caroline Clive), \ 1873. 
Paul Ferroll x v. — Year after Year x v. 

— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife x v. 

Payn, James, f 1898. 

Found Dead x ▼. — Gwendoline's Har- 
vest IV. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v, — Cedrs Tryst 
X V. — A Woman's Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master x v. — In the Heart of 
a Hill, and other Stories i v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter's Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2V. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 V. — High Spirits x v. — High Spirits 
(Second Series) x v. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 V. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
IV. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me- 
mory 2 V. — The Canon's Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections XV. — The Talk of the Town 

1 V. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir of the Ages 2 v.— Holiday Tasks 
IV. — Glow -Worm Tales ("First Series) 
X V. — Glow- Worm Tales (Second Series) 
IV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mvstery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
Million 2 V. — The Word and the Will 

2 V. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones IV. — A Modern Dick Whittiug- 
ton 2 T, — A Stumble on the Threshold 



a V. — A Trying Patient x ▼. — Gleaoi 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper x v.- 
In Market Overt x ▼. — The Disappear* 
ance of George DrififeU, and other Tales 
X V. — Another's Burden etc. x v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran i v. 

Peard, Frances Mary. 
One Year 2 v. — The Rose-Garden x v. — 
Unawares x v. — Thorpe Regis x v. — A 
Winter Story x v. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories x v. — Cartouche x v. — 
Mother Molly x v. — Schloss and Tom 
2 V. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh- 
bours XV. — Alicia Tennant i v. — Ma- 
dame's Granddaughter x ▼• — Donna 
Teresa x v. — Number One and Number 
Two XV. — The Ring from Jaipur i v. 

Pemberton, Max. 
The Impregnable City x v. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt x v. — The Phantom Army 
XV. — The Garden of Swords x v, — The 
Footsteps of a Throne x v. — Pro Patria i v. 

— The Griant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King XV. — The House under the Sea x v. 

— T^e Gold Wolf X v. — Doctor Xavierx v. 

— Red Mom x v. — Beatrice ofVenice % ▼. 
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette x v. — The Lady Evelyn x t. 
— The Diamond Ship i v. — The Lodestar 
IV. — Wheels of Anarchy i v. — Love 
the Harvester x v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, f 1 8 1 1. 

Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3 V. 

Philips, F. C 
As in a Looking Glass x v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter x v. — Lucy Smith i v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. — Jack and 
Three Jills x v. — Little Mrs. Murray i v.— 
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship x v. — Social 
Vicissitudes x v. — Extenuating Circum- 
stances, and A French Marriage x v. — 
More Social Vicissitudes xV. — Constance 
2 V. — That Wicked Mad'moiselle, etc 
IV. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc, i v. — 
Black and White i v. — " One Never 
Knows" 2 V. — Of Course x v. — Miss 
Ormerod*s Protege x v. — My little Hus- 
band XV. — Mrs. Bouverie i v. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories xv.^ 
A Devil in Nun's Veiling x v. —A Full 
Confession, and other Stories i v. — The 
Luckiest of Three x v. — Poor Little Bella 
XV. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other 
Stories I V, -r- Marriage, etc. i y. — School- 
girls of To-dayf etc. i y. — * If Only , etc. i v. 
~ An Unfo^unate Blend 1 v. — A Bar* 
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Philips, F. C & Percy FcndalL 
A Daughter's Sacrifice xv. — Margaret 
Byng I V, 

PhiUps, F. C & C J. WiUs. 
The Fatal Phryne z v. — The Scudamores 
XV. — A Maiden Fair to See z v. — Sybil 
Ross's Marriage x v. 

Phillpotts, Eden. 
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
XV. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth z v. — The Striking Hours 
IV. — The Farm of the Dagger z v. — 
The Golden Fetich z v. —The Whirlwind 
2 V. — The Human Boy Again z v. 

Phillpotts, £. & Arnold Bennett 

The Sinews of War z v. — The Statue z v. 

Piddington, Miss: viiftf Author of 

"The Last of the Cavaliers." 

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), j* 1849. 
Poems and £»ay«, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram z v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram z v. 

Pope, Alexander, f 1744. 
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) z v< 

Poynter, Miss E. Frances. 

My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia a v. — 
Among the Hills z v. — Madame de 
Presnel z v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 
Zero z V. — Affinities z v. — The Head 
Station 2 v. s 

Prentiss, Mrs. £, (Am.), f 1878. 
Stepping Heavenward x v. 

Prince Consort, the, f 1861. 

His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Pryce, Richard. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections x v. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming z v. — Time and the 
woman z v. 

Pym, Hor. N. : z^. Caroline Fox. 

Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria 

R. L 

Quiller-Couch, A. T. ("Q"). 
Noughts and Crosses z v. — I Saw Three 
Ships z v. — Dead Man's Rock x v. — la 
and other Tales z v. — The Ship of Stars 
I V. — The Adventures of Harry Revel z v. 
— Fort Amity z v. — Shakespeare's Christ- 
mas, and Other Stories z v. — The Mavor 
of Troy z v. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories i v* 
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Rae, W. Fraser, f 1905. 

Westward by Rail z v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance 2 v. — The Business ofTravel i v. 

Raimond, C E. (Miss Robins). 
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 V. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v. 

"Rajah's Heir, the," Author of. 

The Rajah's Heir 2 v. 

Reade, Charles, f 1884. 
"It is never too late to mend" 2 v. — 
"Love me little, love me long" z v. — 
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. -- Peg Wof- 
fing^n z V. — Christie Johnstone z v. — 
A Simpleton 2 v.— The Wandering Heir 
z V. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
z V. — Singleheart and Doubleface x v. 

• "Recommended to Mercy, 

Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 
" Recommended to Mercy " 2 v. — Zoe's 
"Brand" 2 v. 

Reeves, Mrs.: z^. Helen Mathers. 

Rh3rs, Grace. 
Mary Dominic x v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila z v. 

Rice, James: v, Walter Besant 

Richards, Alfred Bate, f 1876. 
So very Human 3 v. 

Ridiardson, S., f 1761. 
Qarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafxord). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 V. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

Ridge, W. Pett 
Name of Garland x v. 

"Rita." 
Souls X V, — The Jesters x v. — The Mas- 
qneraders 2 v. — Queer Ladyjudas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming z v. — Tne Pointing 
Finger z v. — A Man of no Importance z v. 
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 
z V. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 
vide Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
"Mademoiselle Mori." 

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 

t 1853. 
Sermons ^ n« 
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Robins, Miss: vide Raimond. 
Robinson, P.: vide Aathor of 
" No Church." 

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 
Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunto: 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Ross, Charles H. 

The Pretty Widow x ▼. — A London 
Romance a ▼. 

Ross, Martin: vtisfe Somerville. 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, -('1882. 
Poems I ▼. — Ballads and Sonnets x v. 

«*Roy Tellet." . 
The Outcasts x ▼. — A Draught of 
Lethe i ▼. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 

Ruffini, J., + 1881. 
Lavinia a v. — Doctor Antonio x v. —^ 
Lorenzo Benoni x v. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura x v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris x v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories x ▼. 

Ruskin, John, j* 1902. 

Sesame and Lilies x v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 ▼. — Unto this 
Last and Munera Ptdveris x y. — The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (witii 14 Illustra- 
tions) XV. — Mornings in Florence x ▼. 

Russell, W. Clark. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v. — The " Lady 
Maud" 2 V. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 

Russell, George W. E. 
Collections and Recollections. Bv One 
who has kept a Diary a v. — A Londoner's 
Log-Book X V. 

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 

Saunders, John. 
Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship- 
owner's Daughter 2 v. — A Noble Wife 2 v. 

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. 

Cooper). 

Joan Merxyweather , and other Tales 

XV. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 

I V. -- The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian x v. 

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t 1903. 
My Official Wife x v. — The Littie Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing x v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 V. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. — The 
AnsLrchist 2 v. — A Daughtet of Judas 
97, —In the Old Chateau x v, — "Mm 



Devereuzof theMariquita 2 v. — Checked 
Through a v. — A Modern Corsair 2 t. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatica 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends a v.— The Mptery of a Shipyard 2 f . 
— A Monte Cristo m KhaJd x v. 

Schreiner, Olive. 
Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona* 
land X V. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 

Waverley (with Portrait) x v. — Tbe 
Antiquary x v. — Ivanhoe x v. — Kenil- 
worth XV. — Quentin Durward x v. — Old 
Mortality x v. — Guy Mannering x v. — 
Rob Roy X V. — The Pirate x v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel x v. — The Black Dwarf; 
A L^;end of Montrose x v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor x ▼. — The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 V. — The Monastery x v. — The 
Abbot XV. — Peveril of the Peak a v. — 
Poetical Worics a v. — Wcwdstock xv. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth ^v. — Anne of 
Geierstein x ▼. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R., M.A., f 1 895. 

Life and Times of Stein (widt a JPortrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of £ng- 
land XV. — Goethe x ▼. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, f 1906. 
Amy Herbert a v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v. 

Shakespeare, William, -{- 16 16. 
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 V. — Doubtful Plays x v. 

Shakespeare' i Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at jH 0,30. eadh number. 

Sharp, William, j* 1 905 : v. Miss 

Howard, Fiona Macleod and 

Swinburne. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, •]• 1822. 
A Selection from his Poems x v. 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1888. 
Shut up in Paris x v. 

Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, 

t 1816. 
The Dramatic Works z v. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 
John Inglesant a v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise x v. 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C, CB. 
'EVxe nxA Srviord. vEv the Sudan (with 
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Smedley, P. B. : vide Author of 
"Frank Fairlegh." 

Smollett, Tobias, f 177 1. 
Roderick Random x v. — Humphry 
Clinker z ▼. — Peregrine Fickle a v. 

" Society in London," Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident z v. 

Somerville, E. (£., & Martin 
Ross. 
Nabotfa's Vineyard z ▼. — All on the 
Irish Shore z v. 

" Spanish Brothers, the," Author 

of 
The Spanish Brothers 2 v. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahou), 

t 1875. 
The History of England 7 y. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v. 

Steel, Flora Annie. 
The Hosts of the Lord 2 ▼. — In the 
Guardianship of God z v. 

Steevens, G. W., j* 1900. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith i ▼. 

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 

Tristram Shandy z ▼. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) z v. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, f 1 894. 

Treasure Island z v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage z v. — 
Kidnapped z v. — The Black Arrow z v. •— 
The Master of Ballantrae z v. — The Merry 
Men» etc. z v. — Across the Plains, etc. i v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments z v. — > 
Catriona z v. — Weir of Hermiston z v. — 
St. Ives 2 V. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies z v. 

"Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. 
Paul). 
Still Waters z v. — Dorothy z v. — De 
Cressy z v. — Uncle Ralph z v. — Maiden 
Sisters z v. — Martha Brown x v. — ^Vanessa 
z V. 

Stirling, M. C. : vide G. M. Craik. 

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.). 
The House of Martha z v. 

** Story of a Penitent Soul, the," 

Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul z v. 

" Story of Elizabeth, the," Author 

of: vid^ Miss Thackeray, 



Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beedier 

(Am.), + 1896. 
Unde Tom's Cabm (with Portrait) 2y. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 2 v. — Dred 
2 V. — The Minister's Wooing z v. — 01d« 
town Folks 2 ▼. 

"Sunbeam Stories," Author of: 

vide Mrs. Mackamess. 
Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 

t 1745. 
GulliTer's Travels i v. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles. 

Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) z V. — Love's Cross-Currents z v. 
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart z v. 

Symonds, John Addington, 

t 1893. 
Sketches in Italy i v. — New Italiaa 
Sketches z v. 

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H. S. Merri- 

man. 

Tasma. 
Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill 2 v. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893. 
Cyrilla 2 V. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 V. — At Odds 2 V. 

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f 1876. 

Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

Templeton: vide Author of 

"Horace Templeton." 

Tenn3rson, Alfred (Lord), -1-1892. 
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
IV. — Harold z v. — Becket; The Cup ; 
The Falcon z v. — Locksley Hall , sixty 
Years after ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems i v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Testament, the New: vide New. 

Thackeray, William Make- 
peace, f 1863. 
Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis 3 v. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — • Henry Esmond 2 v. — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century i v. — The Newcomes 4 V. — The 
Virginians 4 v. — The Four Georges ; 
Level the Widower z v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 V. — Denis Duval z v. — 
Roundahout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
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Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 
The Story of Ellzabetb x ▼. —The Villa«re 
on the Cliff x v. — Old Kensington 2 v. ~> 
Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories x v. -^ 
Five Old Friends x ▼. — Miss Angel x v. — 
Out of the World, and other Tales i v. — 
FnlhamLawn, and other Tales xv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays x v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales x y. — Madame 
de Sivigne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson's Divagations x v. — A Book 
of Sibyls XV. — Mrs. Dymond s v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs x v. 

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne 2 v. — On GKiard 2 v. — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
8 V. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. 

Thomson, James, j* 1748. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

«*Thoth," Author of. 
Thoth X V. 

"Tim," Author of. 
Tim X V. 

Trafford, F. G.: v. Mrs. Riddell. 

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir 
George Otto. 

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v. 

Trois-Btoiles, vide Grenville: 

Murray. 

Trollope, Anthony, -j* 1882. 
Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams 

2 V. — The Warden i v. — Barchester 
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The 
West Indies i v. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 

— North America 3 V. — Orley Farm 3 v. 

— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at Allington 3 V. — Can you forgive her? 

3 V. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
jBalatka x v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 v. — The Claverings 2 v. — Phineas 
Finn ^ v. — He knew he was right 3 V. — 
The Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humbleiiiwaite x v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere x v. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 V. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil i v. — The Way we 

Uve DOW 4 V, — The Pnme Minister i^ v. — 
Tb^Amfirican Senator 3 ▼ — South A.fe\ca 
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2 V. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye x v. —John Caldigate 3 V. — Cooan 
Henry x v. — The Duke's Children 3 v. — 
Dr.Wortle's School x ▼. — Ayala's Angel 

3 V. — The Fixed Period x v. — Marion Fay 
2 V. — Kept in the Dark i v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories x v. — Alice Dug* 
dale, and other Stories x v. — La Mere 
Bauche, and other Stories x v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories i v. — 
An Autobiography i ▼. •— An Old Man's 
Love X ▼. 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1892. 
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange s v. 
— A Siren 2 v. 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 

The Letters of Her Mother to Elisabeth 
X V. — A Girl oi the Multitude x v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg x v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate x v. 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 

Clemens) (Am.). 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer x v. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New 
Pilgrims' Progress 2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 
2 V. — "Roughing it" x ▼. — The In- 
nocents at Home x v. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen Wb'te 
Elephant, etc. x v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 V. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
XV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour x v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Qaimant x v. •— The £ x 000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories x v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad x v. — Fudd'nhead 
Wilson XV. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2 v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales x v. •— More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar- 
relled Detective Story, etc. i v. — The 
$ 30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories x v. — 
Christian Science x v. 

"Two Cosmos, the," Author oL 
The Two Cosmos x v. 

Vachell, Horace Annesley. 

Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay x v. — 
Her Son x v. — The Hill x v. — The Waters 
of Jordan x v. 

"Venus and Cupid," Author of. 
Venus and Cupid x v. 

"V6ra," Author of. 
V&ra I V. — The Hfitel du Petit St 
Jean i v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Soundi oi ^«^«ia. *"^. — The Maritime 
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Victoria R. I. 

Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to i86z z v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 z v. 

"Virginia," Author of. 
Virginia z v. 

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 

With Zola in England z v. 

Walford, L. B. 

Mr. Smith a v. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins 
2 V. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget z v. 

Wallace, D. Mackenzie. 

Russia 3 V. 

Wadlace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Warburton, Eliot, f 1852. 

The Crescent and the Cross 3 v. — 
Darien a v. 

^Vard, Mrs. Humphry. 
Robert Elsmere 3 V. — David Grieve 
3j. — MissBretherton z v. — Marcella 3 v. 
loessie Costrell z v. — Sir George Tressady 
a V. -— Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor a v. — I^ady Rose's Daughter a v. 

— The Marriage of William Ashe a ▼. — 
Feu wick's Career 2 v. — Diana Mallory 2 v. 

^Varner, Susan viW^: Wetherell. 
Warren, Samuel, f 1877. 

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 V. — Now and Then 
z V. — The Lily and the Bee z v. 

'^Waterdale Neighbours, the," 

Authorof : z^. Justin McCarthy. 

Watts-Dunton, Theodore; 
Aylwin a v. 

Wells, H. G. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. zv* — The War 
of the Worlds z v. — The Invisible Man z v. 

— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau z ▼. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes z v. — Tales of Space and Time z v. 

— The Plattner Story, and Others z v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham z v. — TheWheels 
of Chance z v. —Anticipations z v. — The 
First Men in the Moon z v. — The Sea Lady 
z V. — Mankind in the Making 2 v. — Twelve 
Stories and a Dream z v. — The Food of 
the Gods z v. — A Modern Utopia z v. — 
"Kl^fgn 2 V. — In the Days of the Comet z v. — 
The Future in America z v. — New Worlds 
for Old z ▼. — The War in the Air z v. 

Westbury, Hugh. 
Acte 2 V, 



a, and its Conse- 
" Author of. 



Wetfaerell, Elizabeth (Susan 

Warner) (Am.), f 1885, 
The wide, wide World z v. — Queechy 
2 V. -— The Hills of the Shatemuc 2 v. — 
Say and Seal a v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 

Weyman, Stanley J. 
The House of the Wolf z v. —The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black z v. — 
Under the Red Robe z v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 V. — From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France z v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 
— > Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 

— Sophia 2 V. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings' Byways z v. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecro w 
Farm 2 v. — Chipping^ 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender z ▼. 

Wharton, Edith (Am.). 
The House of Mirth a v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v. 

"Whim, 
quences,' 
A Whim, and its Consequences z v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 

The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth a v. 

White, Percy. 

Mr. Bailey-Martin ^v.-ThoWestEndav. 
— The New Christians t v. — Park Lane 2 v. 
—The Countess and The King's Diary z v. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter z v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim z v. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man z v. — Mr. John Strood 
z V. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr. Strudge 
XV. — Love and the Poor Suitor z v. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol z v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 

The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality z v. — No. 5 John Street z v. 
-The Life of Paris z v.-TheYellowVan x v. 

— Ring in the New z v. — All Moonshine 

z V. 

Whitman, Sidney. 

Imperial Germany z v. — The Realm 
of the Habsburgs z v. — Teuton Studies 
z ▼. — Reminiscences of the King of 
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman z v. 

— Conversations with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman z ▼. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

**W\lO "Bt^^Va— ^«:^V0 ^cc&J&RS?^ 
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Tauchnitz £dition* CompteU List, 



Whyte Melville, Qeorge J.: 

vide Melville. 
Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 

Timothy's Quest z v. — A Cathedral 
Coartship, and Penelope's English Ex- 
periences z ▼. — Penelope's Irish Esperi- 
ences z v. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 
z ▼. — The Affair at the Inn z ▼. (By K. D. 
Wiggin, M. & J. Findlater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — Rose o' the River z ▼. — 
New Chronicles of Rebecca z v. 

Wilde, Oscar. 
The Picture of Dorian Gray z v. — De Pro- 
ftmdis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol 
z ▼. — A House of Pome^anates z ▼. — 
Lord Arthur Savile's Crmie, and Other 
prose Pieces z ▼. 

Wilkins, Mary B. (Am.). 
Pembroke z v. — Madelon z v. — Jerome 
9 ▼. — Silence, and other Stories z v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. z ▼. 

Williamson, C N. & A. M. 
The Lightning Conductor z v. 

Wills, C J., vide F. & Philipa 

Winter, Mrs. J. S. 
Regimental Legends z v. 

Wood, Charles: vide Author of 
"Buried Alone." 

Wood, H. F. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard z v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny 

Ludlow), t 1887. 
East Lynne 3 V. — The Channings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles a v. — 
Vomer's Pridejv. — The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 V. — T^revljm Hold a v. — Lord 
Oakbum's Daughters a v. — Oswald Cray 
2 V. — Mildred Arkell a v. — St. Martin's 
Eve a V. — Elster's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade- 
laide's Oath 2 V. — Orville College z v. — 
A Life's Secret z v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 V. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury's Will 
a V. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 V. — The Foggy Night at Ofiford ; Martyn 
Ware's Temptation; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stream z v. — Within the 
Maze 2 V. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 
— Johnny Ludlow a v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 V. — Adam Grainger z v. — 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Johnny Ludlow) : Lost in the Post , and 

Other Tales i v ATal© of Sin, and Other 

T^es X y, — Anpe, and Other Tales x v . --- 



The Mystery of J easy Page, and OAer 
Tales z V. — Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
and Other Tales z v. ~ The Story of 
Dorothy Grrape, and Other Tales z v. 

Woodroffe, DanieL 
Tangled Trinities z v. — The Beantjr-Shop 
z V. 

Woods, Margaret L. 

A Village Tragedy z v. — The Vaga- 
bonds z V. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The 
Invader z v. 

Wordsworth, William, j- 1850. 

Select Poetical Works 2 v. 

Wraxall, Lascelles, j- 1865. 

Wild Oats z v. 

Yates, Edmund, f 1894. 

Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2 t. 

— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 V. — The Rock Ahead 2 ▼. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 V. — Dr. Wainwright's Patient 
2 V. — Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 V. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 V. — The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks z v. -- A Silent Witness 
2 V. — Recollections and Experiences 2 ▼. 

Yeats: vide Levett- Yeats. 
Yonge, Charlotte M., j- 1901. 

The Heir of Reddyffe 2 v. — Heartseaso 
2 V. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. -~ Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 V. — The Clever Woman of the Family 
2 V. — The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 
-<- The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page z v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 V. — The two Guardians z v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 V. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 

— Lady Hester z v. —My Young Alcides 
2 V. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman- 
kind 2 V. — Magnum Bonum 2 ▼. — Love 
and Life x v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v.— The 
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie's Father 
2 V. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses z v. — That Stick z v. — 
Grisly Grisell z v. — The Long Vacation 
2 V. — Modem Broods z v. 

"Young Mistley," Author of: 

vide Henry Seton Merriman. 

Zangwill, I. 
Dreamers of the Ghetto a ▼. — Ghetto 
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v. 

"Z. zr 

The "VI oxW axi^ «.'^wi i ^ , 
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Series for the Young. 



30 Volumes, Published with Continental Copyright on the same 
conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors, Vide p. i. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. OP 2 Fr. per Volume. — 

Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About: — x v. 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
t 1880. 

Ministering Children x v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 1 1 887. 
Our Year i ▼, — Three Tales for Boys 
XV. — Three Tales for Girls i ▼. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, j- 1849. 
Moral Tales x ▼. — Popular Tales a ▼. 

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 

t 1877. 
The rearl Fountain , and other Fairy- 
Tales X v. 

Lamb, Charles & Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 
Tales from Shakspeare x v. 

Marryat, Captain, -|- 1848. 
Masterman Ready x v. 



Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 
Rex and Regina x v. 

Montgomexy, Florence. 

The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball X V. 

" Ruth and her Friends," Author 

of. 
Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls zv. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry, f 1887. 
William Allair x ▼. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 
Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the 
Grand Army x v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word x v. — The 
Stokesley Secret x v. — Countess Kate x v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office XV. — Henrietta's Wish 
XV. — Kings of England x v. — The 
Lances of Ljnawood ; the Pigeon Pie x v. 
— P*s andO'si v. — AuntCharlotte*sStories 
of English History x v. — Bye- Words xv. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley^ etc. x v. 



Collection of German Authors. 

5/ Volumes. Translations from the German, publisfted with universal 
copyright. These volumes may he imported into any country. 

—- Prioe 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. -— 



Auerbach, Berthold, j* 1882. 

On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 V. — 
Brigitta XV. — Spinoxa 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2V. — Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestem] 2 v. — • Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 

Fouqu6, De la Motte, f 1843. 
Undine, Sintram, etc. x v. 

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, f 1876. 

Poems (Second Edition) x v. 

GSrlach, WiJheJm. 
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) i v. 



Goethe, W. v., j- 1832. 
Faust X V. ~ Wilhelm Meister's Ap- 
prenticeship 2 V. 

Gutzkow, Karl, f 1878. 

Through Night to Light x v. 

Hacklander, F. W., j 1877. 
Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] x v. 

HaufiF, Wilhelm, f 1827. 
Three Tales x v. 

Heyse, PauL 

L' Arrabiata, etc. x v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. XV. — Barbarossa, etc. x v. 

Hillem^ Wilhetaurift mcvdl. 



30 Tatichmtz Edition. Collection of German Authors y Students* Series, 



Kohn, Salomon. 
Gabriel x v. 

Lesstng, G. £., f 1781* 

Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galotti z v. 

Lewald, Fanny, f 1889. 
Stella 2 V. 

Marlitt, E., f 1887. 
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide- 
prinzesschen] a v. 

Nathusius, Maria, f 1857. 

Joachim ▼. Kamenip and Diaxy of a 
Poor Young Lady i v. 



Renter, Fritz, f 1874. 

In the Year '13 i v. — An old Story of 
my Farming Days [Ut mine Strbmtid] 3T. 

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 

Paul), f 1825. 
Flower, Fruit apd Thorn Pieces 2 ▼. 

Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886. 

Ekkehard 2 v. 

Taylor, George. 

Klytia 2 v. 

Zschokke, Heinrich, f 1848. 

The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfen- 
bilttel, e(c. i v. 



Students' Series for School, College, and Home. 

Ausgaben 

mxt deutschen Anmerktmgen imd Spedal-Wdrterbuchem. 

Br. == Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert. 



Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 

t 1873. 
The Lady of Lyons. Von Br, Frihi 
Bischoff, Br. JH 0,50. Kart. j^ 0,60. 

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 

(Am.). 

Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst 
Groth, Br. .^1,50. Kart. Uf(z»6o. — An- 
merkungen und Worterbuch. Br. Ji 0,40. 
Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Connell, ax. 
Ji 0,50. Kart. Ji 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und Wdrterbuch. Br. Ji 0,40. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 

The Reign of Terror (French Revo- 
lution). Von'Ox, Luchttig Herrig, Br. 
jH 1,00. Kart. Ji x,xo. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 

t 1887. 
A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost. Br. M 0,80. Kart. Ji 0,90.— 
Wdrterbuch. Br. jH 0,40. 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe, Br. jH z,20. Kart. JH 1,30. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A, 
Hoppe. Br. Uf(z,40, Kart..iK 1,50.— Worter- 
buch (First and Second Series) . Br. «^Z|00. 
A ChristmaLS Carol in Prose. Be'mg 
M Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dt. 
(P, Tifftgrr, Br. J6 z,oo. Kart. M ijio 



Eliot, George (Miss £vans~ 

Mrs. Cross), f 1880. 

The Mill on the Flos?. Von Dr. H. 
Conrad, Br. Ji 1,70. Kart. UK z»8o. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia,*!- 1885. 

Jackanapes. Von £, Roos. Br. .4(0,50. 
ICart. Ji 0,60. — WSrterbuch. Br. M 0,20. 

The Brownies ; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A, Miiller, Br. Ji 0,60. 
Kart. Ji 0,70. — Wdrterbttch Br. jk 0,30. 

Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of the 
Wood; BenjyinBeastland. Voni?. Roes, 
Br. M 0,70. Kart. J6 0,80. — Worter- 
buch. Br. M 0|30. 

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 

t 1790. 

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Tugendjahre 
(X706— 17^0). Br. ^ 1,00.^ Kart. Uf(z,io. 
n. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (z73x bis 
Z757). Mit einer Beigabe : The Way to 
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. M^iZO. Kart. M x,30. 

Freeman, Edward A. j- 1892. 

Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C. 
Balzer, Br. j^ 0,70. Kart. Ji 0,80. 

Harte, 6ret (Am.), f 1902. 
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 
Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von 
E. Root, Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. M 0,80. — 
Anmerkongen iindWorterbucb. Br. Ji 0,40. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School Days. Von Dr. /. 
SckmuU, 2 Parts. Br. uf( 3,00. Kart. 
JH 3,20. Part I. apart. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. J6 z,8o. Part. II. apart. Br. Ji 1,30. 
Kart. JH 1,40. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), j- 1882. 
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. //, 
Vamhagen. 2 Bande. Br. Ji 2,00. 
Kart. J6 2,20. x. Band apart. Br. Ji x,oo. 
"KAit, Ji i,xo, s.Bandapart. Br.ui(z,oo. 
Kart. Ji x,io. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, f 1859. 
England before the Restoration. (History 
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. IV, 
Jhne, Br. M 0,70. Kart. jH 0,80. 

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter II.) Von 
Dr. W,Ihne, Br. .4 z, 00. Kart. jli$z,xo. 

The Rebellions of Arg^le and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von Dr. Immanuel Schmidt, Br. Uf(z,oo. 
Kart. j^ x,zo. 

Lord Clive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. R, Thum, Br. jH 1,40. Kart. Ji 1,50. 

Ranke's History of the Popes. (His- 
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R, Thum, 
Br. jH 0,60. Kart. M 0,70. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R, Thum, Br. jH x,5o. 
Kart. M z,6o. 

McCarthy, Justin. 
The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32 — 35 of "A 
History of our own Times.") Von Dr.^. 
Hamann. Br. Ji 0|6o. Kart. Ji OtJ^, 
— WSrterbuch. Br. jH 0,20. 



Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm, Br. 
Ji x,6o. Kart. M 1,70. — W5rterbuch. 
Br. M 0,40. 

Scott, Sir V/alter, f 1832. 
The Talisman. Von Dr. R, Dressel, 
Br. Ji z,6o. Kart. JiXf-jo, 

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H, LSschhorn, Br. JH 1,50. 
Kart. M x,6o. — Wdrterbuch. Br. ./4( 0,50. 

Tales of a Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H, LSschhorn, Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. M z,8o. 

Shakespeare, William, f 1616. 
Twelfth Night j or, What you will. Von 
Dr. //. Conrad, Br. M x,40. Kart. M x>5o. 

Julius Caesar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Schmidt, Br. jH x,oo. Kart. .^ x,xo. 

Macbeth.Von "Dx.ImmanuelSchmidi, 
Br. jH x,oo. Kart. Ji 1,10. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 
t 1875. 

Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng- 
land from the Peace of Utrecnt to the 
Peace of Versailles. 17x3 — X783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacher, Br. M X|20. 
Kart. M 1,30. 

The Seven Years' War. Von Dr. M, 
Krummt$cher. Br. M x,20. EIart.«4( ii3o. 

Tenn3rson, Alfred Lord, f 1892. 
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A, Hamann, Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. 
M 0,80. — Worterbuch. Br. Jn 0,20. 

Thackeray, W. M. f 1863. 

Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George Boyle, 
Br. Ji x,20, Kart. Ji x,30. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., j* 1901. 
The Little Duke , or , Richard the Fear- 
less. Von E. Roos. Br. Ji 0,90. Kart. 
M x,oo. — Worterbuch. Br. Jk 0,20. 



Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Each Volume^ bound ^2,25. 



FUr Deutsche, 
Englische Conversationssprache von 

A, SchUssing, 4. Stereot3rpaiifl. 
Franzdsische Conversatioiissprache 

von L, Rollin, 2. Stereotjrpaufl. 
Russische Conversationsspradie 

von Dr, Z. Koiransky, 



For English students, 

German Language of Conveisation 
by A, Schlessing, 

A V usage des etudiants frangais. 

Conversation AUemande ^«£ Ml)^. 
L. Rollin ^\. WolJ^atv^ W«5beir. 



Tauchnitz Dictionaries. 

For sale and for use in all countries. 

Crown 8yo. 

English-Qerman and German-English. (James.) Forty-first Edition, 

entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed M 4f 50. Bound 

in cloth Ji 5*00. Bound in half-morocco Ji 5,50. 
English-French and French-English. (James & M01J&.) Seventeenth, 

entirely new and modem Edition, Sewed Ji '5»oo. Bound Ji 6,00. 
English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Thirteenth 

Edition, Sewed Ji 5,00. Bound in half-morocco Ji 6,25. 
Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 

in three parts. Eadi part with a new large Supplement including' all modem 
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed M 29,00. 
Bound in doth Ji 32,00. Bound in half-morocco Jt 33,50. 
Vol.1. Fran^ais-Allemand- Anglais, si^**** Edition, Avecun grand 
Supplement de 1901. Broch6 M 10,00. Reli6 en toile JH xx,oo. Reli6 en 
demi-maroquin Ji 11,50. Supplement s^par^ment Ji 2,00. 
Vol. II. English-German-Fronch. sth Edition, With a larg^ Supple- 
ment puhluhed in 1902. Sewed J6 zo,oo. Bound in cloth Ji 11,00. Bound 
in half-morocco M 11,50. Supplement separately M 2,00. 
Vol. III. Deutsch -Englisch -FranzSsisch. 5*. ^«f/7a^. Miteinem 
Nachtrage von 1902. Brosch. M 9,00. Geb. in Leinen M zo,oo. Geb. in 
Halbfrz. Jj 10,50. Nachtrag einaeln M i>oo. 

Pocket Dictionaxies (same size as Taucimitz Edition). 

Bound JH 2,25. Sewed J$ 1,50. 
JTtese Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date, 
English-German and German-English. Thirtieth Edition, 
English-French and French-English. Thirty-first Edition, 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-second Edition, 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Twenty-ninth Edition, 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fifteenth Edition, 
FranzSsisch-Deutsch und Deutsch^Franzdsisch. Elfte Auflage, 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Achte Auflage, 
Espag^ol-Fran9ais et Fran9ais-Espag^ol. Cinquieme Edition, 

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiransky.) , 

FUnfte Auflage, Br. J$ 3,00. Geb. J6 4fOO. 

' Imperial 4o! ' 

Jtalienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (Rigutini & Bulle.) 
2Btode. i.BBndi. 4,Auflage, 2.BsLnd,3.Auflage, Brosch. ^ 18,00. 
Geb. ^ 20,00. Halbmarokko J!^ 23,00. 

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Tolhausen.) 2 B^de. \ 
S. Auflage, Brosch..^ 15,00. Geb. .^17,50. Halbmarokko .^ 20,50. 

Imperial 8^ 

Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (Ft^RST.) Translated from the German. 
Fifth Edition, Jj 19,00. ( 

Handworterbuch dcr Deutschen Sprache. (Weber.) 25., vollig neu^^ 
dearbeitete und den Regeln der neuesten Rechtschreibung angepasste 
Auflage, Br. ^6,00. HaMem^w. Jt T,oo. IclaMt^flco. j|^ 'i^x^^. v^ 
Handbuch der Fremdw5r ter. (;Wi£gEBL.S i7« Aujlage> ^x> Jk \sf^^ -^ 

SEK17HASLD TAXICa^VXX, lEa-^^- ^ 
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